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PREFACE. 


THE RE is not any Cierce that has ſo great 
an Alcendant over the human Mind, as 
Muſick. It is able to diſpel our moſt melangboly 
Hours, or to cafe 4 Gloom over the chearfulleſt 
Countenances, Mr. Por E gives us an anmitable 
Deſcription of its Power, in the following Lines: 


Hear how Timotheus various Lays ſurprize, 

And bid alternate Paſſions fall and riſe ; 

While, at each Change, the Son of Lybian Jove, 
Now burns with Glory, and then melts with Love. 
Now his fierce Eyes with ſparkling Fury glow, 
Now Sighs ſteal out, and Tears begin to flow: 
Perſians and Greeks like Turns of Nature found, 
And the World's Victor ſtood ſubdu'd by Sound. 


But the ordinary Uſe of Muſick, is to inſpire us 
with a rational Foy : To chear and ſooth us under 
the Fatigues and 1 of Life, and to eraze 
the Remembrances of the Cares and Toils of it. 


2 This 


PRE FACE. 


This s the Editor's Intention, in publiſping 
this Collection of Songs; in which the utmoſt Care 
has been taken, to chuſe ſuch as are admir'd for 
the Excellency of their Muſick, and the Beauty of 
their Compoſition ; and ubich have been ſung at 


all our publick Places of Diverſion, by the moſt 


eminent Performers, to the politeſt Audiences, With 
univerſal Applauſe. | 


There is not any Song in this Collection that can 
give Offence to the Ear of Modeſty (a Fault too 


Frequently committed in Collefticns of this Kind) 


ich, ſurely, ſhould be an Inducement to Parents 


and Maſters of Families to give theſe Songs the 


Preference, to theſe of @ contrary Nature; as the 
Morals of the riſing Generation muſt be tainted by 


Juch, to the Prejudice of Society, of Good- 


Manners, and 
praile-worthy, 


of every Thing that is decent and 


The 
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| S on Tay's Banks I wander'd, Sc. 


Come, Lucinda, Nymph divine © 
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Pag. 29 
As late at ruddy Cloſe of Day 37 
Atterd, ye Nymphs, while 1 impart 44 
As Chlae on Flowers reclin'd oer the Stream 54 
At St. Ofyth by the Mil! | 57 
Angelic Fair, beneath this Pine _ | do 
As the Thames ſilent Stream crept penſive along 83 
At Upton-on-tie-Hill 1 | 84 
As late by Th.rmes's verdant Side 113, 
A _ of bright — Oc. 3 
As I on purple Tap'firy lay 20; 
All on ha ienſant Banks of Tweed | 129 
Aſſiſt me, all ye tuneful Nine , 139: 
As blithe as the Linnet fings in the green Wood 14 
As Celadon once from his Cottage did ſtra 145 
As tink'ring Tom the Streets his Trade did cry 149 
A Dawn of Hope my Soul revives 1 +:+. {-- 8 
As in a penſive Form Myrtilla fat <4 -4 + 
As t'ocher Day o'er the green Meadow I pat 156 
As Chloe ſat ſhelter'd and breath'd the cool Air 159 
Ariſe, ſweer Meſſenger of Morn _ 167 
As Fockey was walking one Midſummer Mora 169 
A Youth adorn'd with ev'ry Art 173 
Ah! why muff Words * ame reveal 274 
By a prattl ing Stream, on a Aſidſumme rs Eye 38 
By the gayly circling Glaſs 80 
Beauty and Muſic charm the Soul 78 
Beneath a Beach, the other Day 91 
Bliche Colin's bleſt Art ns; 
By the dew-beſprinkled Roſe 134 
By dimpl'd Brook, and Fountain Brim 166 
Behold the Birds in Love 8 207 
a 2 * ; 5 
Conſider, dear Daughter, what 'tis to be rich 44 
Come, Celia, view the ruddy Morn - 46 
Can'ſt chou, unkind Rofetta, doubt — 1 40S 
Contented alf Day I will fit by your Side on 
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g NTENT.s. 


Chlos, in your Mirror view / - 0 2 17s 
Come, come, dear Shepherd, c. 
Corifinꝰd to the e Houſe * till the Age of Fifteen 
Come alt ye young Spirits of Nvely Addreſs 
Come, come, bid adieu to Fear 
Ceaſe Cupid, ceaſe thy fond Alarms 
Come hither, come hnher, ye Fanguiſhing Swains 
Come, come, my dear Nymph 
Caft, my Love, thine Eyes around 
Collin one Day in angry Mood 
Come, dear Amanda, quit the Town 
Can Love be controul'd by Advice 


D - 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair 25 
Dear Madam, old Homer, an honeſt blind Bard 97 
Dear Phillis, ſweet Girl, wo 147 
Ev'ry Nympb and rs; bring 133 
Farewel my Paſtora, no longer your Swain 61 
For many ynſucceſsful Tears 62 
Fair is the Swan, the Ermime white. 121 
From ty rant Laws and Cuſtoms free 124 


Farewel, ye green Fields and ſweer Groves ibid. 


Fair Hebe I feft, with a cautions 1 4 Mi 164 
a ien 


For a Shape and a Bloom, for an Air 170 
Flutt'rin pane thy purple Pinfons 187 
#lorella, lovely Nymph, forbear 197 
From Flow*r to F T, = A. to change "0 
Good Sir, do not ſtart, | | veg 
Gay Damon long ſtudy d my "IE: to obraln Sn. 
Go happy Paper, gently ſteaall.. 3 
Gtve us Glaſkes, my Wench, &. 3 
Good Father, be peaceful, your Ay'rice aſſwage 65. 
Give me but a Wife; I expect not to find 89 
Gentle Love, to paint my Lover . __ _ 2 
G0 Roſe, my Chloe's Bo 1 2 1 J if, 


How happy's the Love belt Sie more þ 
How welcome my Shepherd, S. by ca in 1155 
| NE — 


CO NT E N TOS. 


How little do the Landmer know 289 
Happy the Man whoſe Wiſh and Care / 111 
Had I, ye Swains, the happy Pow r 114 
How happy is the Maid f n ee 
Has the Arrow of Cupid, 1 . 162 
How giddy. is Youth ? yet above all Advice 172 
Hark ! away, tis the merry-ton d Horn 188 


1 1 | : 
I am a young Virgin that oft has been told 


I'll borrew-the Wings of the Sparrow and Dove 


Io yain you think your Beauty's Rays 
If Beauty's Bloom beſpeak the Mind 
In vain the fleeting Clouds we chide 
L met young Damon t'other Day 


In a pleaſant rich Vale, by a ſweet cryſtal Stream” 1 


If Love be a Fault, and in me thought a Crime 

72 bright as the Duy We on 
that the World and Love were young 

In cooling Stream, O] ſweet Repoſe 

[anthe the lovely, the Joy of her Swain 

III to ſome ſhady cool 1 = 

Long by an idle Paſſion toſt | 

Leave, Neighbours, your Work, Os. 

Love and Folly were at play 

Long, long I deſpair'd a young Shepherd to find 

Let me wander not unſeen 5 

Live with me, and be my Love 

Let others ſing in loftier Lye 


My Time, O! e Muſes, was happily ſpent 

ere Graces, heav'n 2 1 peas 
alic has Pow'r to melt the Soul 3 
Aarcus the young, the noble, and the brave 
Fan 


No Shepherd was like Strephon gay 

Now the Sky-Lark ſwells his Throat | 
Now Summer decaying abates of its Heats _ 
Nor on Beds of fading Flow'rs &* 
Now lighter and gayer, Oc. 

No Nymph that trips the verdant Plains 
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Now Phoebus finketh in the Weft p. 167 

Near a thick Grove, Sc. 182 

Now A/ay has unfolded * Hopes of che Year 201 

One Summer's Eve as Strephon rov d 60 

Of an Ailment ſo killingly ſweet I could die 71 

One Ev'ning in Spring, &c. — 91 

On a Brooks graſſy Brink, Sc. 121 

O Mary / foft in Feature : 122 

Of Freedom too fond, or too wanton with Pride 160 

On his Face, the vernal Roſe | 165 

* 1 

Preach not me your muſty Rules 30 
Palemon lov'd Paſtora 65 
Quite free from Care and gloomy Scenes 77 
Since Wedlock's in Vogue, Sec. 36 
Says Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond Eyes 52 

See, Sophia, how the tinctur'd Vale 3 
Soft pleaſing Pains, unknown before 103 

| Sweet Echo, ſueeteſt Nymph, that liv'ſt, unſeen 127 

Soft Invader of my Soul 143 

See! from the ſilent Grove, Alexis flies hp 
7 - Sweet Suſan, my Dearch, Sc. 190 
S8o ſweet was young Damon, &c. 195 

Since Celia's unkind, and * me the Joy 202 
Tell me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen 28 
ITis Bumpers lull all Cares to reſt | 38 
' hou calm ray d Spring, whoſe blooming Face 43 
| That Jemys my Friend, Sc. 3 50 

The Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt $5 
Tell me lovely Shepherd where 56 
* To keep my gentle Foſſe, _ -. 60 
= The Sun his glad ſome Beams withdrawn 75 
To Handels en Notes as Chloe ſung 79 
The Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill 82 
Tbe Sun in Virgin Luſtre ſhone | 87 
” The wicked Wits, as Fancy his 95. 
" "Tis a Tu elvemonth ago, G&G. | * 
4 * 5 . 0 


„ a * © e.g Fig 9 
9 hy 


CONTENTS. 


The riſing Sun thro! all the Grove 

Too long, a giddy wand'ring Youth 

The Sun was fleeping in the Main 

The Morning Clouds were ting'd with Gold 
To make me feel a Virgin's Charms 

Two Ears at a Time are too many for Uſe 
To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
The Beau, my his — 8 Face 
The ſmiling Dawn of ha 8 

To wooe — and win ogy Ki and all that 
Too lovely Fair One, I confeſs 

The Chace is o'er, and on the Plain 

To an Arbour of Woodbines, Ec. 

The feſtive Board was met, the ſocial Band 
The blitheſt Bird that ſings in May 

The Morning is charming, all Nature is gay 
Thy fatal Shafts unerring move 

Tell me, dear Charmer, tell me why 
There lived a Man, in Baleno, crazy 

Tho' lovely Delia thou art * | 
Well met, pretty Nymph, Ec. 

W ho has &er been at Baldeck, &c. 

Would you taſte the Morning Air 

When fir Serena firſt I knew 

When the loud Waves in Mountains riſe 


Wafc me, ye Winds, where Woodbines grow 


W hilft I gaze on Chloe trembling 
When I liv'd in my Grandmother's Cot 
VW hilt, Cloe, I poſſeſs'd thy Charms 
When Bluſhes dy'd the Cheek of Morn 
Wou'd all the Pow'rs attentive be 
What Muſic dwells in Polly's Frame 


When firſt I aw my Fanny's Face 7 
V\'hile from our Looks, dear Nymph, you gueſs 
When firſt I ſaw my Delia's Face 2461 


Why will you my Paſſion reprove 
When loyely Amora diſplay d 
When Damon firſt my Eyes beheld 


When flow'ry Meadows deck the Year 


To take in good Part the Squeeze of the Hand p 103 


104 


CONTENTS. 


Well met, deareſt Pbhæbe, &c. p. 123 
Whilc Bloſſoms deck cach verdant Spra 135 
Where the Jeſ”mine ſweetens the Bow'r 138 
What Numbers ſhall rhe Muſe repeat 141 
While Phz/#s is drinking, Sc. 144 
When Pho}; the Tops of the Hills does adorn 150 
What Beauties does my Nymph diſcloſe 2 1617 
While others trip the new fall'n Snows 153 
Wio'l buy a Hearc ? AHiyrtiila crics 154 
With early Horn ſalute he Morn 161 
When here, Lucinda, firſt we came 164 
M ou'd you gain the tender Creature 167 
When Collin firſt in yonder Vale 171 
Would you in her you love be bleſt 175 
Why heaves my fond Boſom, Er. 180 
When the Roſe is in bud, and blue Vi'lets blow 189 
When Fairies dance round on the Graſs 196 
While Flow'rs adorn the * Plains 205 
Young ſcornful Daphne Damon lov'd, Sc. 26 


Young Colin proteſts I'm his Joy and Delight 33 


Ye Virgins, who do liſten, &c. 42 
Dou may ſay what you will, c. 45 
Young am, and yet unskill'd . 62 
Young Damon, once the happieſt Swain 69 
Young Damon would often frequent, &c. : "nn 
Young Jenmy is the gayeſt Swain 81 


Te true honeſt Britons, who love your own Land 92 
Young Jeckey, who teaz'd me a Twelvemonth, &c. 93 
Young 7 n Shepherds, is gone 94 
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Eareft Kitty, kind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where ; 

Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, 

When we thus ſhall meet again? 7 
Where ſhall Strephon fondly ſee, 2 ˙2˙ ꝛB‚*·cõ 
Beauties only found in thee? * 1.4 3 
Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live-long 1 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fal 
Tell me when, and tell me Where? 


All the happy Day, tis true, 

Bleſt but _— then with you ; 

Nightly Keen bes ſighs alone, 

Sig — "ill ymen makes us one, 2 
Teil me this, and eaſe my Pain, | i 
Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, » 
When the Prieſt ſhall kindly join, | gp 
Kitty's trembling Hand to mine ; | , 
Deareft Kitty, kind and fair, 5 

Tell me when ? I care not where. 


«h 1 
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'How many fruitleſs Tears it colt 


Trev'd, I ſigh'd, but all in vain, . 
Or break the little Tyrant's Chain; 


At lengt 


26 The MUSES Hiliday, &c. 
5 SONG n 


ON by an idle Paſſion toſtt, 
By Love undone, my Reaſon loſt ; 


To free me from the Smart ? 
* 
Nor cou'd my Liberty regain, y 


Alas! how weak my Art 


h I flew to Pride for Aid, 

But equally by that betray d; 

To ev ry Power in vain I pray 'd, 
But none wou'd Pity ſhow : 


*Till Reaſon to my Breaft, once more 
Did all my former Peace reftore, 

And brought Content, not in the Pow'r 
Of Srrephon to beſtow. © 


SONG II. 
DAMON and DAPHNE. 
A CANTATA. 


A RECITATIVE. 


OUNG ſcornful D Damon lov'd with Truth, 
She bright in Charms, and he a comely Youth ; 
An, cruel Nymph ! no ſoft Conceſhon ?----No ! 


*Tis mighty ſtrange ! but Women will do fo. 


Dame Fortune pitying, led the love- ſick Swain, 
Penſive in Thovght, along the ſun-burnt Plain; 
ILnen whiſper'd, © Caſt thine Eyes to yonder Shade. 
Vie did ; and ſaw reclin'd the blooming Maid. 

|  Urg'd 


A , 
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9% MUSES fla, &. 27 
Urg'd by the Goddeſs, boldly he advanc'd, 


While in his Breaft his Heart with Rapture dane d: 
Smil'd on the Fair, fat down, and ſnarch'd a Kiſs ; 


Then ſung, in Prelude to expedted Blils, 
4 


Too longyhas 8 — a Youth, 
W hoſe 15 Flame, and ſpotleſs Truth, 


= 
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.* 


Beſom ſhou'd approve ; 
But now her E you that chear the Day, . 
In Beams of ſoft Compliance play, 
And Love ſhall 


ſheet wi Love. == 
RECITATIVE. 2 


Perhaps, the fair Diſſembler made Reply, io is 
Perhaps my Scorn was Damms Heart to 77 
But, ſhou d our Joys y Rook ym fore herds ſees 
How wou'd thy tal laugh at me ? 
For one Da mare fuſpend your ardent Loe; | 
At Twelve o-morrow, in che Myrtle Grove 2 
Attend——Be patient, and be bleſt; Y 
Remember Twelve Let Fancy paint the reſt. 

Brib'd by her Words, on Honour's ſtrict Parole, IN 
00 Swain diſmiſs'd e kang of his Soul. 

All tedious paſs'd the live- Night awilyy : |; 

And when the Lark 1 the new-born Dr. 
Damon uproſe ; arfd —— the Grove full ſoon, 


Invoking S to hafte th inted Noon. | 

It came. The Clock ad One, Two Three, 
Four, Five, 

No Dapbne came Net s was alive. 


Defpair and Rage the Shepberd's Mind diide: 
Oh, cruel Fortune /. cheating Nyinph ! he cr U. 
K uſt had he f. e when — tho? unconfe d, 

he bes Goddeſs thus the ann 2 
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A I R. 
Fortune thou no more ſhah ſee, 
Hid in Clouds ſhe ſpeaks to thee ; 
Idle Loit'rer! filly Swain 
Why of me doft thou complain? 
Late I led-thee, where thy Art 
Miglit have won the Fair One's Heart | 
Cold, or kind, thou didft not win iti 
Fool, to miſs the lucky Minute. 


Didſt thou, Credulous, believe, 
Daphne meant not to deceive ? 
Did thy Heart not pant for Blifs, | 
Animated by a Kiſs? 
Vain thy future Suit ſhall prove, 
Woman ſhov'd be preſs'd to Love; 
And ſhe thinks the Duce is in i 
It you miſs the lucky Minute, 


SONG Iv. 


L me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen, 


Lately wand'ring o'er the Green, 
Beauty's Son, a little Boy, 


Full of Frolick, Mirth and Joy ? 


If you know his Shelter, ſay ? 
He's from / enus gone aftray. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen 


© "Such d one trip" o er the Green? 


By his Marks the God you'Il know; 
Oer his Shoulder hangs a Bow, 

And a Quiver fraught wich Darts, 
Poiſon ſure to human Hearts; | 
Tho” he's naked, little, blind, 


e can triumph o'er the Mind. 


1. 


* 
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* MUSES Holiday, & c. 29 
Tall me, Laſfis, bove ye ſeen 14nd: £ 


Such a ons trip o'er the Green r : 


Subtle as the Light hing's Wound 
Is his piercing Arrow found; 4 74.54 
While the boſom d Heart ir pains, {of 
No extetnol Mark remains; 
Reaſon's Shaft jitſelf is broke 
By the unſuſpected Stroke: 
Tell me, Laſſts, have ye ſeen | 10") 543 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? | *. 


Oft the Urchin's ſeen to lie 

Basking in thegſunny Eye; 

Or his deftin' Prey he ſeeks 

On the Maiden's roſy Cheeks ; 

Snowy Breaſts or curling Hair 

Oft conceal the pleaſing Snare. 
Tell me, Laſſis, hate you ſeen - 0 
nr ee enen Tl 


She that the Receſs reveals 

Where the God himſelf conceals, 

Shall a Kiſs receive this Night | þ 

From her Heart's ſupreme Delight ; "is 

To Fenus let her bring the Boy, * L 1 

She ſhall taſte Love's ſweeteſſ Toy. „ A E.. 
Tell me, Laſſet, baue ye en 1 
Such a one trip o er the Green HA 


SONG V. : 2 nad aol 


7 EN 7 „ 


84 on Tays Banks I ander d in Search of m y Fair, 
How {ſmooth was the Stream and how Iote' wes. 
the Air? 5 
To nothing but thee fuch a Scene I compares | 


And thee it reſembł c dear Ny. 
C3 * The 


30 Ne MUSES Holiday, &c. 
& The deep chryſtal Wave was a Type of thy Face, 
thought it ſo clear it might ſerve for thy Glaſs, 


And the Curls ic there wore for thy Dimples might paſs, 
Evow'd 'cwas the Picture of Jenny. 


Methought it rook in all the Charms of thy Mind, 

To Virtue, to Love, and to Pity inclin'd, 

The tender ſoft Paſſions that feel no rude Wind, 

For calm is the Boſom of Jenny. 
All pleas d with the Proſpect, I wiſh'd the bright Maid 
Could have ſeen her dear ſelf in this Mirror diſplay'd, 
*Twas like her when laſt the dear Girl I ſurvey d, 
Like none it could be but my Jenny. 


But ſudden a Tempeſt I ne er ſaw before, 
Made the Billows ariſe, and the Waves foam and roar, 
I thought that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the Shore, 
| Ah me! even then it was Jenny. be. 74 
The ſame dreadful Sight when -» you're inclin'd, 
When to me you are croſs, and to others are kind, 
But never, dear Girl, raiſe this Storm in your Mind, 
Taaill kill me, believe me, dear Jenny. 


= - 
= - SONG VI. 
. = 8 * 2 


OD Sir, do not tart, I'll teach you an Art, 

E By which you will ne'er miſs your Aim ; 
=: Be not ſqueamiſh or nice, to cut Cards or cog Dice, 
All che World play the beſt of the Game, the Game 
All the World play the beſt of the Game. . © 


See how each Profeſſion ani Trade, thro' the Nation, 
=  _Will dope all the World without Shame; 

© Then why ſhou'd not we, in our Turn, be as free? 
All the World play the beſt of the Game, c. 


The Lawyers of Note, who ſquabble and quote, 1 
4 Are expecting both Riches and Fame, « 
= And all is but Trick, the poor Client to nick 
*® For the Law plays the beſt of the Game, &#c, * 

1 | 0 
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The MUSES Holiday, Ste. 3r 


To gain his baſe Ends, each Lover pretends... 2 
10 talk of his Darts and his Flame; iy 
By which he draws in the poor Maiden to ne 2 


Who is lef with the worlt ofthe Game, # 


And ſo the coy Maid, with Modeſty's Aid, 1 
IT uoo fooliſh Man does the ſame : | 
When the Fool's in the Net the Prude turns PS 
And her Srouſe has the worſt of the Game, Sc. 


Then fince the great Plan is cheat who cheat can, 
Pray think not my Notions to blame- 

Join Lawyers and Proctors, Maids, E | 
All the e World play the beſt of the Game, the Game, 
All the World IS the beſt of the Game, 


SONG VII. 
FELL met, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly young, | 


Swain, 
— a beautiful Shepherdeſs croſſing the plain MET 
ard ſo much in Haſte, now the Month it is Hayy 8 
Shal I venture to ask you, fair Maiden, which nt 
Then ſtrait to this Queſtion the Nymph did ref 
With a Smile in her Look and a Leer in her Eye, PLEA. 
I am come from the Village, and Homeward I go-3 8 
And now, gentle Shepherd, pray why would you ES 


I hope, pretty Maid, you won't take it amiſs, "Y 
If I Fell you the Read of asking ofthis; 1... 2-7 
I would ſee you ſafe Home, now the Swain was in Loves 
Qt ſuch a Companion if you could approve. LF 
Your Offer, kind Shepherd, is civil Ion, 12 
But I ſee no * Danger in going alone; 9 
Nor yet can 1 hinder, the Road being free 
For one as another, for you or for nee. 


i g * te aus nude, e 


is ddr Is ths, | 
| 2 is pleaſantet too; 
'could Tike, now rhe Swain he took Heart, 
as me, Miftreſs, we never ſhould part. 
O that's a long Word, aid the Shepherdeſs then, 
For I've often heard fay, there's no minding you Meri; 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter 25 true, 
Then leave à young Maiden the firſt Thing you do. 


O judge: not ſo harſh, the Shepherd reply'd, . 

For to prove what I ſay y, 1 will make you my Bride ; 
* To-morrow the Parſon (well ſaid liel Swan) 
Small join both our Hands, and make One of us Twain: 

Then what the Nymph aufe er d to this is not ſaid, 

But the very next Morn to be ſure they were wed. 
= Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down, 
Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a A or a 


* s ON vil. 94 
A AY Damon long fiudy's my Heart + db his, 1 
1 Ty The 


| ra dear his ſoft Tale, then declare twas amiſs ; 
1 pr ſaid No, often ſaid No, when 1 long'd to 
: y Yes; 
I'd often faid No, often ſaid my when 1 * 
BY Yes. E418 


b Eat Valentine 0 to our Cottage he cane, 
2 hr me a Lambkin to witneſs his Flame; 
Oh take this, he cry d, thou more fair than it's Fleece; | 
eee hardly fay No, tho aſham'd co a Tes. b 


ni after, ove Morning, we ſatin the Grove, 
| Be preſs'd my Hend hard, and in Sighs breath'd his Love: 
5 Then e ask d, If I'd grant bim a Kiſs? - "11 
| „ See 5 NY 22 — aud ſaid . ; 


ttieſt young Shepherd thaf pipes on the 
ain; 


— * s = * 4 
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At this, with — his Heart danc'd in his ot * 
Ye Gods! he cry d, Che will now make me h 
Come, let's to the Church, and ſhare con 
To prevent being teas'd, I was forc'd to ſay, 


I ne'cr was ſo pleas d with a Word in my Life ; 
I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a Wife: 
Then take, oung Damſels, my Counſel in b 
You muſt all ak; dic ol Maids, if you will not ſay Tes. 


s ONO I. 


2 UNG Colin proteſts Tm his 6 and ad Delight, 
He's ever unhappy when I'm bis Sight; | 
He wants to be with me, wherever 1 raed 17 2 
The Duce ſure is in bim/for plaguing me ſo! * A 


His pleaſure all Day is to ſit by my Side, + 2 
He pipes and he ſings, tho I and I chidez 


tele. 8 


— 
2 


1131 


1 100 


J bid him depart, but he ſmiling ſays No: 
Th Der et ini phy way. 
Bits Alger a Sigh wh bene Las jag 
is 1 while in es is: * 23 
132204 4 
This Breaſt-knot he Veſterday brought fromthe W 
Such Trifles cis eaſy enough to-beftow; , 3 Ne. | 
I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo f 0 | 
He meets me each Morn to conduct me again 
But what's his Intention I viſh I could nom. 
3 i eee 
48. i on 6. 


| He often requeſts me his Pain to relieve ; 
What Mortal de him would plague a . 
He ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his Sake : Fl, 
He hands me each Eve to the Cot Fe he Bil 
For Id rather be married than Wee, Io 
i "> | 3 


8 ON * 


Shepherd was like Heples gay 
No Swain to me ſo dear; ; 


ea Ra all the live-long Day, 

jy His 8, Wie Pipe to bh 

Yer when h'd and talk d of ove, 
His Pafhon I'd forbid ; | 

For what I felt to hide 1 Arove— 


ä 1 1 * my Word I did. 


The Sprin Mon Nature . to Youth, 

And all ks Life and Joy; 5 
The Summer's Sun ſaw Strephon's Truth, 
Ar length he vom d, „ Thou cruel Fair, 

« Diſdain my Heart has freed ;"” 

- He ſpoke, and left me in Deſpair 
| Upon my Word he did. - | 


Ho ſad, how penitent was I! 
My Pride had caus'd my Pain ; 
From Morggo Eve I w'd to gh, 
& Oh Srrezban:come agdin 7 
1 he ſought a tender Lamb, 
Tut in the Grove lay hid; | i 
| When thoughtleſs there I breatb'd his Nane 
VDyxon my Wort bid. | 17's Feit 


| 5 3 well known Voice to heat, 
I ; of ſofc De hr, N 


5 * eager —_ — outh Grew near, | | 
1 apo Sight: 3 
* wo Few —— all Are was vain, n 


Of Keephen to per id; 


* ** it did. 


4 
, 
Fa * 


N Hears confes'd the Swallow / Fr ith 


$$ * 
” Ap 1 - 


Oh, Nymph, he cry'd, whoſe Eyes to meet 
My Soul with Joy o'erflows ! r 

The Bee that roves from Sweet to Sweets. 
Like me prefers the Roſe! . 3 

Ye Maids, with whom I've tript the Plain, 
Ler other Youths ſucceed ; 

My Cle welcom'd me again 


Upon my Word ſhe did, 


While Bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my Ch K 
My Hand with Warmth he preſs dq 


On, ſpeak, he figh'd, my Che, ſpeak, * 


* 


- 7 : 1 
* # 


Shall Strephon now be bleſt? 
Oh, who that lov'd ſo well, ſo long, 
The Shepherd cou'd have chid } 


Perhaps you think I held my Tongues —x- 


Upon my Word I did. 
| SONG XI 


1 Am a young Virgin that oft has been told, 


I ſhould try to get marry'd before I'm too old. 
1 cook their Advice and got one in my EM K 
Who if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall di, 


Who if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die. 


Young Thyrſs is witty, well-featur'd * tall, "= 
When firſt I beheld him, I capnot tell why, 


1 

+ 
His fellow Swains own that he out-does em all!? U 

1 


I thought I was going that Moment to die, Se. 1 75 
If through the Recciles of yon ſilent | — | ! 4 x, 


Or over the Meadows I happen to rove, & 


Pad ſee my dear Shepherd at Diftance paſs by; 

and am ready to die, . 47 56 £4 "43 
* nen be plays on his Pipe to the Lambkins aroumd - 
; 1 to tlie Plat 2623 
8 MC: ak lace where I hear the bleſt Sound: 


fremble all o'er, 
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Oh Thyrſis, ſweet Youth, to myſelf then 1 cry, 
Id liſten to thee, were I going to die, &c. 


Saturday Eve, I remember the Day, 
*caught him ſaluting Clarinda the gay; \ 
That I envy'd cach Kiſs, Iwill not deny, 
And fervently pray'd that my Rival might die, &c. 


Come Hymen and lend a young Virgin your Aid, 
Who without your Aſſiſtance muſt die an old Maid: 

| To all my fol Wiſhes, make 7hyrfs comply, 

And if I dont bave him, I wiſh I may die, 

And if I don't have him, I wiſh I may die. 


| SONG XII. 
S INCE Wedlock's in Vogue, and ſtale V irgins de- 


ſpis'd, 
s all Bachelors, greeting, theſe Lines are premis'd ; 
LI Maid that wou'd marry—ab ! could I but find, 
= I care not for Fortune, a ro my Mind, 
I Care not, Ec. | 


l F Not the fair-weather'd Fop, fond of Faſhion and Dreſs, 

Not the Squire that can reliſh no Joys but the Chace, 

Mor the free-thinking Rake, whom no Mortal can bind; 
Neither this, that, nor t'ocher's the Man to my Mind. 


5 : Not the ruby-fac'#0t, who topes World without End, 
Mor the Drone that cant reliſh his Bottle and Friend, 
= Nog the Fool that's too fond, nor the Churl that's 


= 45 unkind ; 


ther this, chat, nor t'other's the Man to my Mind. 


Not the Rich with full without Breeding or Merit, 
Nor the Flaſh that's all Fury without any Spirit, 
Nor the fine Mafter Fribble, the Scorn of Mankind ; 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mind. 
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But the Youth whom goodSenſe and good Nature inſpire, 
W hom the Brave muſt eſteem, and the Fair ſhou'd admire, 
In whoſe Heart Love and Truth are with Honour con- 
join'd ; TEN a 
This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mine. 


SONG XIII. 


LL borrow the Wings of the Spartgg «nd Dove, 
I And then I will fly to difcover = : 
Ine People ſo low, who behold me ſo high, | 
Will wonder what ſtrange Sort of Bird's in the Sky: 

Whilſt ſtill on I ſoar, | | 
To her I adore, | 


And 'cill I get at her will never give o'cr. 


SONG XIV. 


S late at ruddy Cloſe of Day, ob, £17 BR 
On yonder Turf Alexis lay, © 124 
Alexis wanton Boy : 2 „ 3 
The gay Lucinda ſported by, | 
Paftora breath'd the tender Sigh, 8 3 
But Mira till was coy. Z 
The lavghing Delia ſtole his Crook, i 
And Laura glanc'd the wanton Look, | * . "arab 
A Hint ſhe would be kind: 1 
Bright Daphne in the lonely Grove „ 
A Signal gave a Call ta Love, 0 5 
ut ſtill the Swain was blind. . 


Nor Paforella's Mien could charm, 
Nor Celia's awful Preſence warm, 
Nor Stellas Syren Tongue: 
But Alira s Eyes and Mien controul, 
And gazing all his raptur'd Sonl, 
; liſt ning as ſhe Jung. | 


_ 


— 
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- . 


But ah ! when Aire learn'd to figh, 
To glance, to roll the wanton Eye, 
To bleſs the th inconſtant Boy: 


As ſoon the faichleſs wav'ring Swain 


For ſook the Nymph, forſook the Plain, 
To find the Maid that's coy. 
SONG XV. 
TIS rs lull all Cares to reſt, 


'Tis Bumpers make Misfortunes ſweet, 
"Tis Bumpers cure the wounded Breaſt, 
And Bumpers make all Souls complear, 


We'll drink to all our Friends we know, 

_ We'll drink to all in Grief and Sorrow, 

We'll drink to all we love below, | 
For Bumpers make To-day To-morrow. 


| We'll drink to ev'ry honeft Soul, 

=. Who from his Word wou'd never fly, 

That loves his Friend, that loves his Bow), 
And who for him wou'd freely dic. 


For Bumpers gain the Brave Succeſs, 
And Bumpers make true Virtue thine ; 
"Tis Bumpers ſoften all Diſtreſs, 
And Bumpers make all Souls ſublime, 


Tiis Bumpers make the poor Man rich, 

: And Bumpers make us free from Care, 
; "Tis Bumpers make us what we wiſh, 
And Bumpers make us what we are. 


SONG XVI. 


» 
g B A prattling Stream, on a J unmer's Eve, 
| . Where Wooibmes and Jcil mine the  Boughs 


_ Iinterweave ;. 


Fair 
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Fair Flora, I cry'd, to my Arbout repair, 

For I muſt have a Chaplet for ſweer #/i!liam's Hair, 
For I muſt have a Chaplet for ſweer William's Hair. 


She brought me the Viler that grows on the Hill, 
The vale-dwelling Lilly, and gilded Jonquil : 
But ſuch lanquid Odours hom could I approve ? 

Juſt warm from the Lips of the Lad that I love, S . 


She brought me, his Faith and his Truth to diſplay, 
The undying Myrtle, and ever-green Bay; 

But why theſe to me, who've his Conftancy known ? - 
And Billy has Laurels enough of his own, Oc. 


The next was a Gift that I could not contemn, 

For ſhe brought me two Roſes that grew on a Stem; 

Of the dear nuptial Tye they flood Emblems confeſt, 

So I kiſs'd them, and preis d them quite cloſe to mx 
Breaſt, &#c. , 1 


She W me a Sun-Flow'r— This, Fair One's your 0 
e bd 

For it Once was a Maiden, and Love-fick, like you: 

O give it me quick, to my Shepherd IU ran, 4 

As true to his Flame, as this Flow'r to her Sun, Sc. 2 


SONG XVII. £ * 
e been Baldack, muſt needs know the <q 
At the Sign of the Zeorſe, at the Foot of the Hill? ; 
Where — Grave and the Gay, the Clown and he 

au | 2 22 5 
Without all Diſtinction, promiſcuouſly go, : 342 
Where the Grave, Or. 8 


This Man of the Mill has a Daughter 60 fair, s. 
Witch ſo pleaſing a * ſo winning an 3 


- 
» Þ * " j - — — 9 - 
. ks” ages <a 


All che Day and all Night, I ſigh and think Rill, 
I ſhall die if I have not the Laſs of the Mill, 
All the Day, Sc. 
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That once on the ever-green Bank as I ſtood, 


I'd ſwore ſhe was Venus juſt ſprung from the Flood, 
That once, Sc. | 


Hut look ing again I perceiv'd my Miftake, 

For Venus, tho fair, has the Looks of a Rake: 
While nothing but Virtue, and Modeſty fill, 

The more beautiful Looks of the Laſs of the Mill, 


While nothing, Ec. 


Prometheus ſtole Fire, as the Poets all ſay, | 
To enliven that Maſs, which he model'd of Clay: 
Had Polly been with him, the Beams of her Eyes, 
Had fav'd him the Trouble of robbing the Skies, 


Had Polly, &c. 


Since firft I beheld the dear Laſs of the Mill, 
I can ne er be at quier, but do what I will: 


SONG XVIII. 


7 


Who bids an Adieu to all Sorrow; 
riefs are all huſh'd, and my Torments are o'er, 


For I ſhall be happy To-morrow. 


? ; FH» happy's the Lover whoſe Cares are no more, 
7 4 | 


Each Flow'ret of Spring that enamels the Ground, 


From you ev'ry Charm ſeems to borrow ; 


FThen who will ſo bleſt or ſo happy be found, 


As I with my Daphne To-morrow ? 


I never am happy but when in your Sight, 
Your Smiles are the Cure of all Sorrow: 
Remember, dear Daphne, your Promiſe To-night ; 


And I ſhall be happy To-morrow. 
| SONG- 
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SONG XIX. 


OULD you tafte the Morning Air, 
To yon verdant Fields repair, 
Where Cowſlips ſweet, and Violets blue, 
With grateful Scents ſhall welcome you. 


Hear the ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
Fanning, thrilling thro* the Trees, 
Whilſt the Dew beſpriskling round, 
Cools the thirſty parehing Ground. 


Hear the Lark now ſoaring high, 
Wich her Eccho fills the Sky; 
The charming Nightingale and Thraſh, 


Are warbling Notes on ev'ry Buſh, 


Haſte, fair Nymph, then haſte away, 
Taſte theſe Joys without Delay: 
Prove, arid proving you will tell, 
The Morning Joys do all excel. 


SONG XX. 
H welcome my Shepherd, how welcome to me, 
u 


Is ev'ry Occaſion of meeting with thee ? 
t when thou arc abſent, how joyleſs am I, 
Methinks I contented could fic down and die. 


* 
"=" 


The ofrner I ſee you, the more I approve - "£8 
The Choice I have made, and am fix d in my Loves © © 


. 


For Merit like your's ſtill brighter is ſhewn, 
Aud more mult be valu'd the more it is known, * 


To live in a Cottage with thee I wonld chuſe, 
And Crowns for thy ſ:ke I thould gladly refuſe : 

Not all the vaſt Treaſure of wealtny Pers, 4 
To me would ſecm precious if ballanc'd wich you 


: D 3 For 


4 
8 


4s 


# | 
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For all my Ambition to thee is confin'd, 

{ | And nothing could pleaſe me if thou wer't unkind ; 
| Then faithfully love me, and happier Fl be s 
Than plac'd on a Throne, if to reign without thee. 


SONG XXI. 


E Virgins, who do liften to what e' er your 
Mothers ſay, 

Be rul'd by me, and let's agree, no longer to obey ; 
For I've been ſnubb' d, and I've been drubb'd, 
Till I've been black and blue; 

But I'll behave no more like a Slave, 
Bat I'll behave no more like a Slave, 
I wiſh I may die if I do, if I do, 

I wiſh I may die if I do. 


Both Night and Day ſhe prates away, about my being 
1 
But I declare, twould make you ſtare, to hear her dull 
Advice ; 
She ſays, That I from Men muſt fly, 
Or Miſchief will inſue; 
But in all the Kind no Harm I find, 
But in all rhe Kind no Harm I find ; 
I wiſh I may die if 1 do, if I do, 
I with, Sec. 


She ſays that Youth, ill blind to Truth, the Danger 


nc'er can tell, 


And tis from Senſe and Experience, that ſhe can talk 


— Senſe from Experi 

nt if ſhe got Senſe from Ex nce, 
Then ſhe — depend MT ww 
VII try to be as wiſe as ſhe, 

I} Ty, Err. 

I wiſh 1 may die if I don't, if I don't, 
I with, Ee. 


Young 
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Young Damon 
a Kiſs, x 
I piſh'd, and cry'd, and him did chide, 
With what do you mean by this? 
Tis wond'rous rude, that you'll intrude, 
When I have fo oft forbid; 
I wiſh I may die if you don't make me c 
I with I may die, Sc. 

Bur I wiſh 1 

I wiſh I may die, Sc. 


gay the other Day, would ſtruggle for 


may die if he did, if he did, 


Then Fil be free whilſt young I be, and let my Mo- 


ther ſcold, 


And I'll deſpiſe being quite as wiſe, until I am quite 


as old: 

At Forty-three a Prude I'll be, 
And lay my Follies by; | 
But never till then will I ſhun the Men, 
But never 'till then will J ſhun the Men; 
If I do I with I may die, I may die, 

If I do I with I may die. | 


SONG XXII. 


T HOU calm ray'd Spring, whoſe blooming Face be. 


Leads on the Year renew d; 
hou Ornament, thou brighteſt Grace, 
Of Time's Extent. review'd : 

Thy Verdure doth each Meadow deck ; 
By thee each ſpangled Bed 
Of Violets and Daiſies flu 
By conſtant Care are fed, 
By conſtant Care are fed. 


To thee their ſnowy Bloſſoms owe 
1 _ 2 fruitful Tree; 
e Birds chat charm, their Notes to ſhew 
Tuneful in Joy for thee : ? 


— 


. 


- 
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Thus every Nymph, and faithful Swain, 
With earneſt With deſire; 

Th' Inhabitants of Mount and Plain, 
And Vale, all thee admire, 
And Vale, all thee admire, 


SONG XXII. 


nſider, dear Daughter, what 'tis to be rich, 
Nor ſpurn thus unwiſe at the Blefling ; 
The Views of being wealthy mot Women bewitch, 
Such Hugbands are ſure worth poſſeſſing. 


You tell me he's filly, 1 ſay he has Pence ; 

His Acres are boundleſs, his Treaſures immenſe ; 

A Coach and fix Horſes is Beauty and Senſe ; 
Then prithee no longer refuſe him. 


SONG XXIV. 


T TEND, ye Nymphs, while I impart 
The ſecret Wiſhes of my Heart; 
And tell what Swain, if one there be, 
Whom Fate deſigns for Love and me. 


Let Reaſon o'er his Thoughts preſide ; 
Let Honour all his Actions guide; 
Stedfaſt in Virtue let him be, 

The Swain defign'd for Love and me. 


Let ſolid Senſe inform his Mind, 

Wi h pure good Nature ſweetly join'd, 
Sure Friend o modeſt Merit be, 

The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 


Where Sorrow prompts the penſive Sigh : 
Where Grief bedeus the drooping Eye: 
Melting in Sympuchy I fee 

The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 
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Let ſordid Av'rice claim no Part 
Within his tender gen'rous Heart ; 
Oh ! be that Heart from Falſhood free, 
Devoted all to Love and me. 


=. 0 


SONG XXV. gs 


OU may ſay what you will, but Belinda 's too tally. 
\nd Hella's all Bone, and her Shape is too ſmall 3 | 
Dear CH my Wiſh, tho' extenſive her Charms, 
Tho' the Front of her Stays is too wide for my Arms. 


Tis certain Miſs Fanny's a ſweet little Dear, 

And Zephyrs ſpring Odours when Lucy is near: 
But Chloe's all — by Nature deſign'd, 

We might call her an Hogſhead of Double-refin d. 


When ſhe dances, then leaps my fond Heart like a Frog, 
When with Rapture I preſs her, I'm loſt in a Fog? 
I beg for a Kiſs, while my Vows I renew, | 
And imbibe Half a Pint of ambroſial Dew. 


She frequently mentions young Strephon the Beau, 
But why ſhould I reckon m Rival a Foe ; 

E'en let him proceed, it will ne'er give me Pain, | 
We both ſhall find more than our will contain. 


I've oft overheard the ill-natur'd Expreſſion, 
That Beauty ſo bulky, muſt pall in Poſſeſſion: 
In his Notion the Critick is ſurely miſled, 
Love's Flame by her Fat will be conſtantly fed. 


Some Nymphs have angelical Sweetneſs and Grace, 
Bur Chloe has rather a Cherubim's Face ; 

She's always good humour'd, facerious and free, 
And only gives Pain when ſhe fits on my Knee. 


I ſtart 
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I ſtart not as tim*rous Fribbles have done, 

At the Subſtance of three or four Females in one; 
Firſt balance her Weight with His Majeſty's Coin, 
Then let the dear ponderous — bo mine. 


SONG XXVI. 


4 OMF, ca, view the ruddy Morn, 
Behold Auroras Bluſh, 
W hoſe golden Rays gild every Thorn, 
And beautify each Buſh. 


The fable Night and noxious Air 
Are driven far away; 


The blooming Morn invites my Fair 
To rural Sports and Play. | 


With ſhrilly Mattins ey'ry Grove 

* © Prochaims the riſing 7 

Methinks the Warblers oft have ſtrove 
To ſay, come, come away. 


Then, let us haſte to yonder Dale, 

= Where Flora's Gifts abound ; 
And there ſhall mutual Love prevail, 

= While Odours breathe around. 


_ There cooling Zephyrs waft from far 

bf N The Frigrance of each Flower, 
While tuncful Warblers charm the Ear 
With Notes of Love's ſoft Power. 


And we on eaſy Banks of Flowers, 
Amidf the Vi'lets lean, 

Inclos d within a pleaſant Bower, 
Of Flow'res gay and green, 


= 
. 
5 
4 » 
8 While 
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While I admire thy Form divine, 
| Thy Charms reſiſtleſs prove ; 
Thy inward Self, thy noble Mind, 
Excites the fondeſt Love. 


Then happy we, in mutual Bliſs 
Of Innocence and Love ; 

We'll kiſs and talk, and talk and kiſs, 
Without offending Jobe. | 


In cooin Tranſports we will ſpend 
The buſy, hafty Day, 6 

Till Thetis * fiery Friend, 
And ſteals him quite away. 


SO NG XXVII. 
EN fair S$rena firſt I knew, | 


Inceſſant Joys around her flew, © | 
And gentle Smiles my Boſom warm'd. 


But when wich fond officious Cane, 
I preft to breathe my am'rous Pain; 
Her Lips ſpoke nought but cold Deſpair, 
Her Eyes thor Ice thro ey'ry Vein 


Thus in Italia's lovely Vales, 
The Sun his genial Vigour yields; 
| Reviviag Heat each Senſe regales, 
And Plenty crowns the 10 


When nearer we approach his Ray, 
High on the Alps Rupendous Brow-; 

Surpriz'd, we ſee pale Sun-Beams play 
On everlaſting Hills of B uod. 


iling Fields, 


— 
« . 5 80 
! 
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| By Friendſhip's happy Union charm! ; 078 3 
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SONG XXVIII. 


HEN the loud Waves in Mountains riſe, 
And Tempefts mingle Seas and Skies; 

The dauntleſs Sailor plies his Oar, 

Bounds o'er the Surge, and gains the Shore. 


But if a ſmooth alluring Breeze, 
Invites to tempt the faithleſs Seas ; 
He trufts not to the flatt'ring Gale, 
But wiſely furls the flowing Sail. 


So when harſh Fortune low'rs her Brow, 
With Courage wait th' impending Blow ; 
From the firm Breaſt her Darts rebound, 
While coward Slaves lament the Wound. 


N If then the ſmiling Wanton pours 
= Upon thy Head his golden Showers ; 
1-3 Watch ev'ry Motion of thy Mind, 
And 4 riſing Joy confin d. 


SONG XXIX 


N vain you think your Beauty's Rays 
Have Pow'r to melt my Hear: ; 

hen your coy Frowns, a thouſand Ways, 

Such freezing Blaſts impart. 


In Winter radiant Phæbus glows, 
| With genial Heat in vain ; 
From icy Regions Boreas blows 
To freeze the ſteril Plain. 


Your Beauty thus, like Pyœlus, warms, 
And wakes the ſoft Delire : 

And you Diſdain, like freezing Storms, 
EKeſiſts the gen'rous Fire. 


O! Celia 
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O ! Celia! let Favonius figh, 
And bid the Spring draw near; 
Why ſhould you give a cloudy Sky, 

And Winter all the Year? 


SONG XXX. 


AFT me, ye Winds, where Woodbines grow, 
Where riſing Flow'rs adorn the Spriug, 
Where gently murmuring Riv'lets flow, 
And plaintive cooing Stock-Doves ſing. 


There, in the cool, the kind Retrear, 

Far from the Sports which glad the Plain, 
My Mary's Falſhood III repeat, 

And to the ſilent Grove complain. 


Then, if by Chance the Maid draws near, 
Lur'd by the Muſic of my Song, 
Whiſper, ye Gales, that ſhe is there, 
And all the tender Strain prolong. 


In Notes more moving, I'll relate - <4 
The cruel Story of my Woe ; 5 

Until the Fair lament my Fate, * 
And griev'd ſhe's us d her True-lcye ſo, 


SONG XXXI. 


F —_— Bloom beſpeak the Mind, 
As fair by Nature's Hand deſign d; 
har, as an Angel's Form we ſee, 

Our flatt'ring Wiſhes hope in thee ! 


But, ah! when knowing ev'ry Grace, 
We ſcorn the Mind, yet love the Face; 
By Fits the ſmoth'ring Paſſion burns, 
And Love and Folly move by Turns. 


As thus with raviſh'd Eyes we gaze, 
With Raptures glow, and burſt to Praiſe: 
| You ſpeak——the pleaſing Viſion. flies, 
We think, we pity, and deſpiſe. 


SONG XXXII 


+ B. the gaily circling Glaſs, 

> 208 We can ſee how Minutes pals ; 
y the hollow Cask are told, 

How the waining Night grows old, 
How the waining Night grows old : 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Day, 
Drives us from our Sport and Play ; 
W hat have we with Day to do ? 
Sons of Care, twas made for you, 
Sons of Care, twas made for you. 


 $ONG XXX. 


REACH not me. your muſty Rules, 
Ye Drones that mould in idle Cell ; 
Ibe Heart is wiſer than the Schools, | 
The Senſes always reaſon well : 
If ſnort my Span, I leſs can ſpare, + 
To paſs one ſingle Pleaſure by; 
An Hour is long, if loſt in Care, 
They only live, who Life enjoy, 


$0 NG XXXIV. 


HAT FJenrny's my Friend, my Delight, and 
my Pride, : 
I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide : 
1 dwell on her Praiſes wherever I go, 
They ſay I'm in Love, but I anſwer, No, no, 
They ſay I'm in Love, c. 
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At Ev'ning oft: times, with what Pleaſure 1 why: 

A Note from her Hand, I'll be wich you ar Tea: 
My Heart how it bounds, when 1 hear her below, 
Bur ſay nor tis Love, for I anſwer, No, no, 

Bur ſay, Oc. 


She tells me her Faults, as ſhe ſits on my Knee; 

I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an Angel to me: 
My Shoulder ſhe tips, and ſtill bids me think fo, 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho' ſhe aniwers, No, no, 
Who knows, Ss. 


From Beauty and Wit, and good 8 how I, 
Should Prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly : 
Thy Bonmy O]! Fortune, make haſte to-beſtow, 
And ler me deſerve __ or Rill III ſay, No, 
And let me, Oc. 


s ON G XXXV. 
EAVE, Neighbours, your Work, and to ſport 


| and to play, 

Let the Tabor ſtrike op and the Village be gay, 
Let the Tabor ſtrike up and the Village be gay: 
No Day thro” the Year ſhall more chearful be ſeen, 
For Rahb of the Mill marrics Sus of the Green, 
For Rapb of the Mills marries Sue of the Cm 
J ove Sue, au Sue loves me, 

And while the Wind blows, 

And while the Mill goes, 


uni be fo buy, Jo happy as eve ? 


LetLords and fine Folks, who for Wealth take a Bride, 
My 9 4 1 To-day and To-morrow be cloy d, &c. 
* is ſtout, and my Heart is as ſound, 
v 


e like my — will never give Ground. 


—— 
E 2 


52 The MUSES Haliday, &c. 


Let Ladies of Faſhion the beſt Jointures wed, 

And prudenily take the beft Bidders to Bed, &c. 

Such Signing and Sealing's no Part of our Bliſs, 

We ſettle our Hearts, and we ſeal with a Kiſs. 
love Sue, Ec. 


Tho Ralph is not courtly, nor none of your Beaus, 
Nor buunces, nor flatters, nor wears your 
Cloaths, Sc. | 
In nothing he'll borrow from Folks of high Life, 
Nor cer turn his Back on his Friend, or his Wife. 
1 love Sue, Oc. 


While thus I am able to work at my Mill, 
While thus thou art kind, and thy Tongue but 
hes ſtill, Sc. 
Our Joys ſhall continue, and ever be new 
And none be ſo happy as Ralph and his Sue. 
love Sue, Sc. 


SONG XXXVI. 


\AYS Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond Eyes, 
Reveal with what Ardour I glow, 

Reveal with what Ardour I glow ? 

Well, what if they do, there's no Harm ſure, the cries? 

I can but deny you, you know, you know, 

I can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe I ſhould ask of thoſe Lips a ſweet Kiſs, 
Say, wou'd you the Favour beſtow, &#c. 
Lord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe, what a Queſtion is this ? 
I can but deny you, you know, you know, &*. 
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Suppoſe not contented, I till ask for more, 
For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow, &c. 
Suppoic what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, | 
1 can but deny you, you know, you know, — 
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Come then, my dear Love, to the Woods let's repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and.oftcr'd to go, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer d to go: 
No, no, with a Bluſh, anſwer'd Pbillis, for there, 
I could not deny you, you know, you know, 
I could not deny you, you know. 


SONG XXXVII. 


O happy Paper, gently ftcal, 
ACT Cad 


(I Eber Pillow lie; 
here, in ſoft Dreams, my Love reveal; 
That Love which I muft ſtill conceal ; 
And, wrapt in awful Silence, die. 


Should Flames be doom'd by hapleſs Fate, 
Too Atoms thou would'ft quickly turn; 
My Pains may bear a longer Date, 

For ſhould I live, and ſhould fhe hate, 

In endleſs Torments I ſhould burn, 


Tell fair Aurelia ſhe has Charms, 
Might, in a Hermit, ſtir Defire : 

T' attain the Heav'n that's in her Arms, 

I'd quit the World's alluring Charms, 
And to a Cell content retire. 


Of all that pleas'd my raviſh'd Eye, 

Her Beauty ſhould ſupply tlie Place: 
Bold Raphael's Strokes, and Titian's Die, 
Should bur in vain preſume to vie 

With her inimitable Face. 


No more I'd wiſh for Phoabus” Rays, 
To gild the Object of my Sight: 

Much lefFs, the Taper's faintly Blaze, 

Her Eyes ſhould meaſure our my Days, - 
And when ſhe ſlept, ir ſhould be Night. 


E 3 SONG 
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SONG XXXVII. 


S Chloe on Flowers reclin'd o'er the Stream, 
She 4. to the Breeze, and made Collin her 
Theme; 
Tho” pleaſant the Stream, and tho' cooling the Breeze, 
And the Flowers, tho' fragrant, ſhe panted for Eaſe, 
And the Flowers, tho' fragrant, ſhe panted for Eaſe, 


The Stream it was fickle, and haſted away, 

It kiſs d the ſweer Banks, but no longer would ftay ; 
Thoꝰ beauteous, inconſtant; and faithleſs, tho' fair; 
Ah! Collin look in, and behold thyſelt there, 

Ah! Collin look in, Ec. 


The Breeze that ſo ſweet on her Boſom did play, 
Now roſe to a Tempeſt, and darken'd the Day ; 
As ſoft as the Breeze, and as loud as the Wind, 
Such Collin when angry, and Collin whon kind, 
Such Collin when angry, &c. 


The Flowers when gather'd ſa beauteous and ſweet, 
Now fade on her Boſom, and die at her Feet ; 
Ass fair in their Bloom, aud as foul in Decay, 
74 Such Collin when preſent, and Collin away, 
| Such Collin when preſent, &c. | 


HU Rage and Deſpair from the Ground ſhe aroſe, 

And om her the Flowers ſo faded ſhe throws ; 

She weeps in the Stream, and ſhe ſighs to the Wind, 

And reſol ves to drive Collin quite out of her Mind, 
And reſolves, &c. 


* 


But what were Reſolves, when her Collin appear'd, 
The Stream it ſtood ſtill, and no Tempeſt was heard; 
The Flowers recover'd their beautiful Hue, 

She found he was kind, and believ'd he was true, 
dne found he was kind, and belie vd he was true. 


SUNG 


k 
* 
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SONG XXXIX. 


HE Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 
New gil-is the ſmiling Day; 

The Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaft, 
New gilds the ſmiling Day; 

The Lark forſakes his dewy Neſt, 

The Fields all round are gaily dreſs'd, 
Ariſe my Love, and play, and play; 
Ariſe my Love, and play. | 


#7" 


Come forth my Fair, come forth bright Maid, 
And bleſs thy Shepherd's Sight ; 
Come forth, Se. 
| Lend ev'ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, 
Unveil the Roſe's bluſhing Shade, 
And give them ſweet Delight, 
And give, &c. 


Thy Prefence makes all Nature ſmile, 
Thoſe Smiles your Charms improve ; 
Thy Preſence, &e. 
Thy Strains the liſt'ning Birds beguile, 
And, as invite, reward their Toil, 
And tune their Notes to Love, & * 
And tune, Sc. | 


Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, 
The Flow'rs in Wreaths I'll twine : 

Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, 
The Flow'rs in Wreaths Ill twine ; 

Wer other Eyes ye Beauties ſee, 

Then on my Brows adorn'd ſhall be ; 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine, 
Thy happy Fate be mine. | 


"RE 
SONG 
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. SONG XL. 


ELL me lovely Shepherd where, 
Thou feed'ft at Noon thy fleecy Care; 
Direct me to the ſweet Retreat 
That guards thee from the Mid-day Hcat. 


Left by thy Flocks I lonely ſtray, 
Without a Guide and loſe my Way ; 
Where reſt at Noon the bleating Care, 
Gentle Shepherd, tell me where ? 


SONG XII. 


HILST I gaze on Chloe trembling, 
Strait her Eyes my Fate declare: 

When ſhe ſmiles, I fear diſſembling; 
When the frowns, I then deſpair. 
ealous of ſome rival Lover, 

If a wand'ring Look ſhe give, 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Why ſhould I conceal my Paſſion, 
- Or the Torments I endure ? 

Til diſcloſe my Inclination ; 

Awful Diftance yields no Cure. 

Sure it is not in her Nature 

To be cruel to her Slave; 
She is too divine a Creature, 
To deſtroy what ſhe can fave. 


Happy he whoſe Inclination 
= _ Warms b with a gentle Heat, 
Never mounts to raging Paſſion; 
Love's a Torment, if roo great. 
When the Storm is once blown over, 
Soon-the Ocean quiet grows ; 
But a conſtant faithful Lover 
Seldom meets with true Repoſe. 


SONG 
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SONG XLII. 


HEN I liv'd in my Grandmother's Cot, 
What a happy young Damſel was I; 

Each Day we'd the Spit or the Pot, | 
With Plenty of Pudding and Pye: 

I'd a Horſe that cou'd amble and trot, 
And good Neighbours to viſit hard by; 

Yer I wanted, I could not tell what, 
And I fign'd, but I could not tell = 4 
I figh'd, I figh'd, I figh'd, but I could not tell why. 


My Daddy he bought me a Knot, 
With a Fan, and a new-faſhion'd Fly ; - 
A Pair of Silk Shoes too I got, 
To wear when the Weather was dry: 
Yet to pine all the Day was my Lot, 
And in Bed ever reſtleſs to lie; 
For I wanted, I could not tell what, | 
And I figh'd, but I could not tell why, 
And I figh'd, but I could not tell why, 


For Counſel I car'd not a Jot, 

Reſolv'd ſome new Project to try; 
And I thought I ſhould dic on the Spot, 

If a pretty young Fellow paſs'd by: 

At laft a brisk Husband I got, 

Twas the Man I had long in my Eye; 
He gave me, I muſt not tell what, 

And I love him, I need not tell why, 

And I love him, I need not tell why. 


SONG XLIII. 


1 
T St. O/yth by the Mill 
There lives a lovely Laſs, 
O had I her good Will, 
How gayly Life would paſs; 


Na .. 7 
* 


Aud bore a Heart of open Truth; 
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No bold intruding Care 
My Bliſs ſhould c'er deftroy ; 
Her Cemiles would gild Deſpair, 
And brighten ev'ry Joy. 


Like Nature's rural Scene, 
Her artleſs Beauties charm ; 
Like them with Joy ſerene, 

+ Our wiſhing Hearts they warm; 
Her Wit with Sweetneſs crown'd, 
Steals ev'ry Senſe away; 

The liſt'ning Swains around 
Forget the ſhort'ning Day. 


Health, Freedom, Wealth, and Eaſe, 


Without her taſtleſs are; 
She gives them Poier to pleaſe, 
Aid makes them worth our Care. 
Is there, ye Fates, a Bliſs | 
Reſerved for my Share ? 
Indulgent hear my W iſh, 
And grant it all in her. 


SONG XIIV. 
DAMON wd CHLOE. 


A DIALOGUE. 
DAMON © 


AX T7 HILST, Che, I poſſefs'd thy Charms, 


And liv'd and ſported in thoſe Arms ; 
When fighing, panting, on that Breaft, 

The Gods themſelves were not ſo bleſt. 
CHLOE. 


Whilſt Damon was an honeft Youth, - 


How proud was Chloe of her Swain, 
The happy'ſt Nymph on all the Plain? 


DAMON, 


But now my Joys in Phillis lie, 
She feaſts my Soul, my Taſte, my Eye; 


With Tranſports does each Senſe invade, 


I'd die to ſerve the lovely Maid. 


2 


CHLOE. 


And Collin now is my Delight, 

I glow with Rapture in his Sight; 
I rwice could die, nor think it Pain, 
To ſave my Collin, charming Swain ! 


DAMON. 
What if again my Boſom burn, 
And Paſſion's gen'rous Flame return ? 


If Phillis from my Heart I chace, 
And you reſume the fickle Place ? 


CHLOE. 


Then, tho” you have been much unkind, 


As reſtleſs as the way'ring Wind ; 
I'll bid the gentle Youth farewel, 
And with my Damon ever dwell. 


TocEtTHER. 
Then periſh ev'ry roving Thought, 
With Conſtancy our Souls fray 12 : 


To Bliſs immorcal Life ſhall move, 
No Joys below like Truth and Love. 


— 


The MUSES Hiliday, Ne. 69 


* 


6 The MUSES Huliday, &c. 


SONG XLV. 


NE Summer's Eve as Strephon rov'd, 
Wrapt up in Thought profound; 
Surpriz d he ſaw his Beſt-belov'd, 
Lie ſleeping on the Ground : + 
Awake, my pretty Sleeper, wake, 
4 Awake to Strephon's Call ; 
3849 Be careful, for your Lover's ſake, 
1 Tis Night, the Drew-drops fall. 


Then to her Cheek his Lips he laid, 
And gently ſtole a Kiſs; 
She ſtill ſlept on, he not diſmay'd, 
Repeats the tranſie nt Bliſs: 
She wakes, and thus with eager Tone, 
Away, away, ſhe cries ; | 
Then favlr'ring, bids the Swain begone: 
She ſigh'd and clos'd her Eyes. 


Tho" cruel are your Words, ſweet Maid, 
Can Sighs proceed from Hare ? 

„ en are gone, then down he laid, 

eſolv'd to ſhare her Fate. 

Defended from the noxious Air, 
Within his Arms ſhe lay; 

And tho' the Swain of: — the Fair, 
She ſaid no more till Day. 


SONG XLVI. 


4 O keep my gentle Jeſſe, 
What Labour ute, ſeem hard ? 
Each toilſome Task how eaſy ? 
Her Love the ſu cet Reward. 


The Bee thus uncomplaining, 
Efteems no Toil ſevere ; 
The ſweer Rewards obtaining, 

Of Honey all the Year. 


SONG 
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SONG XLVIL 


Arewel my Paſftora, no longer your Swain. 
Quite fick of his Bondage, can ſuffer his Chain: 
Nay, arm not your Brow with ſuch haughty Diſdain, 
My Heart leaps with Joy to be free once again. R 
Sing tol derol derol derol tol lol derol lol lol, 
Sing tol derol lol lol derol derol. 


Il live like the Birds, thoſe ſweet Tenants of May, 

Who always are ſportful, who always are gay : 

How ſweetly their Sonnets they carol all Day ! 

Their Love is but Frolick, their Courtſhip but Play. 
Sing tol derol, &c. 


If truck by a Beauty they ne'er ſaw before, 

In chirping ſoft Notes they her Picy implore: 

She yields to Intreaty; and when the Fic's o'er, 

'Tis an hundred to ten that they never meet more. 
Sing tol derol, &c. 


SONG XLVII. 


OVE and Folly were at play, 

Both too wanton to be wiſe ; 
They fell out, and in the Fray 

Folly put out Cupid's Eyes” 
Strait the Criminal was try d, 

And had his Puniſhment affign'd ; 
Folly ſhould ro Love be ty'd, 

And condemn'd to lead the Rlind. 
Then wiſely let's venture ourſelves ro deceive, 
Since Fate has decreZd us to love and believe; 
For all we can gain by our Wiſdom and Eyes, 
Is ro find ourſelves cheated, and wretched when wiſe, 
For all we can, Oc. 


F | SONG 
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SONG XLR. 

OUNG I ary, and yet unskill'd 

How to make a Lover yield ; 


How to keep, «nd how to gain, 
When to love, and when to feign. 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yer am young and true; 
E'er I can my Soul diſguiſe, 

Heave my Breaſts, and roll my Eyes. 


Stay not *till I learn the Way, * 
How to lie and to betray : 

He that has me firſt is bleſt, 
For I may deceive the reſt. 


Could I find a blooming Youth, 
Full of Love and full of Truth, 
Brisk, and of a janty Mien, 
I ſhould long to be Fifteen. 


SONG L. 


OR many unſucceſsful Years 


F At Cynthia's Feet I lay, | 
aching them ofcen with my Tears ; 
I ſigh'd, but durſt not pray. 


No proſt rate Wretch before the Shrine 
Of ſome lov'd Saint above, 
Eer thought his Goddeſs more divine, 
Or paid more awful Love. | 


Still the diſdainful Nymph look'd down 
— Wirk coy inſulting Pride, 

Receiv'd my Paſhon with a Frown, 
And tvrnd her Head afrde, 
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Then Cupid whiſper'd in my Ear, 
Uſe more prevailing Charms; | 

You modeſt, whining Fool, draw near, 
And claſp ber in your Arms, | 


With eager Kiſſes tempt the Maid, 
From Cynthia's Feet depart ; 
The Lips he briskly muſt invade, 
That would poſſeſe the Heurt. 


Wich that ſhook of all the Slave, 
My better Fortune try'd ; 
When Cyuzbia in a Moment "Pi 
What ſhe for Years deny d. 


SONG LL 


IVE us Glaſſes, my Wench, give us Wine and 
we'll quench 

Ihe Remembrance of Pain and of Grief; 

To the Winds with our Care, for we'll never deſpair, 

While a Bottle can give us Relicf, | 

While a Bottle can give us Relief. | 

In our Revels and Joy, we'll forget che proud Boy, | 
Let the Leibe its Miracle work; 

For as hollow I find, as the Bottle's her Mind, 
And her Heart is as light ay the Cork, 
And her Heart is as light as the Cork. 


Ariadne the gay, in Deſpair as they ſay, 
For the Bully that jeft be: her behind, 
Would have hang d or have drown'd, / 
Bur in Bacchus ſhe faund 
A new Lover as conſtant as kind. 
Theſe are Fables, my Dear, but the Moral is clear, 
It was Wine that her Peace did reſtore; 
When he left the poor Laſs, | | 
Why ſhe took to her Glaſs, + 
_ And the never remember'd him mare. os te 
4 F 2 SONG 


, The MUSES Hiliday, &e. 
SONG LI. | 


HEN Bluſhes dy'd the Cheek of Morn, 

| And Dew-drops gliften'd on the Thorn, 
When Sky-Larks tun'd their Carols ſweer, 

To hail the God of Light and Heat: 

P:ilandey from his downy Bed, 

To fair Lifetta's Chamber ſped : * 

Crying awake, ſweer Love of mine, — 

I'm come to be thy Valentine; 1 
Awake, awake ſweet Love of mine, 

I'm come to be thy Valentine. 


Soft Love, that balmy Sleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant Eyes, 

Which, that a Kiſs ſhe might obtain, 

She artfully had clos'd again 

He ſonk, thus caught in Beauty's Trap, 

Like Phœbus into Thetis Lap, 

And nc'er forgot that his Deſign 

Was but to be her Valentine, Sc. 


She, ſtarting, cry'd, I am undone ! 
_ - Ph/ander, charming Youth ! begone, 

For this Time, to your Vows ſincere, * 
Make Viriue, not your Love, r 
No Sleep has clos'd theſe warchful Eyes; 

Forgive the ſimple fond Diſguiſe: 1995 

To generous Thoughts your Heart incline, 3 
And be my faithful Valentine, &c. 5 


The brutal Paſſion ſudden fe,. 6 
Fair Honour govern'd in its flead . 
And both agreed, eber ſetting Sun, — 
To join two virtueus Hearts in ne 
Their beauteons Offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet Effects of mutual Love: 12 
And from that Hour, to Lite's Decline, 
She blcſs'd the Day of Valentine, Sc. 
EF. EE MES : 


- 
- * 


SONG 
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SONG LIK. 


OOD Father, be peaceful, your Av'rice aſſwage 

Aſſume other Paſſions 3 your Age; 
Reicaſe your baſe Soul from the old Iron Cheſt, | 
And 1 your hard Heart on your Daughter's ſoft 


Then ler all rejoice, with one Heart and Voice, 
A God has ordain'd it, a God has ordain'd it, 
Applaud, applaud, applaud the bleſt Choice. 


Do you, my young Aridegroom, keep ered thoſe 
ands ; 

Let your Heart ever anſwer the Union of Hauds : 

Be you prompt to learn, never forward to teach; 

Be profule of your Smiles, but be ſparing of Speech. 

Then let all rejoice, &c. 


And now, Brother Proteus, one Lecture for vou; 2 

To Britain return, bid to China adieu: — 
Chineſe and Groteſque ſo engroſſes- high Life, 

Some Lady Il bay you, and ſome Lord take * Wife. - 


Then let all rejoiee, &c. 


SONG IV. 


PÞ4 LA MON lov'd Paſtura, 
Paſtora ſigh'd for Damon; 
But Damon low ud Aurora, 
Aurora young Palemon. 


Palemon gave Paſtora | 
A Wreath and Shepherd's Crook ; 

And Damon gave Auroza 2 P 
A Knot and Reaping-Hook, 


Paſtora gave to Damm 4 
A Cap with Chaplers crown'd; £ | 
Aurcra gave Palemon 
A Pipe with Hazel bound. 
F 3 The 
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The Cap with Chaplets crown'd, 

_ Young Damon gave Aurora ; 
The Pipe with Hazel bound, 
Palemon gave Paſtora. 


The Wreath and Shepherd's Crook, 
Paſtora gave her Damon; 

The Knot and Reaping-Hook, 
Aurora gave Palemon. | 


So croſs]y-turn'd, their Preſents went, 
Their Loves ſo oddly varied, 

That every Token that was ſent, 
Its true Deſign miſcarrĩed. 


SONG LV. 


An'f thou, unkind Roſetta, doubt 
Thy Strephon's ardent Love? 
Thy every Glance muſt ſpy it out, 
His every Action prove. 


When thov'”rt in Sight his raviſh'd Eyes 
On thee alone can gaze; 

And when he ſpeaks, his treach'rous Voice 

The latent Flame betrays. 


Huis conſcious Checks, their Proof to join, 
'Y With Warmth, unuſual glow : 
Happy! cou'd they thy Breaft incline 

A mutual Warmth to know. 


The infant Paſhon in his Breaſt 
An eaſy Lodging found; 
But ſoon, by vig'rous Growth encreas'd, 
It bur the native Bound. . 


Since then the Love thou did'ſt impart 
Can't ſuch Confinement bear; 

What's now too big for Strepbon's Heart, 
Let thine, Roſetta, ſhare. > & 


$ONG LVL 


With each ſweecly vary d Note; 
And che Sylvan Choriſts dag. . 4 
Uſh'ring in the breeze- born Spring. 

Haſte, and ſee fair Flora ſmile, 

Her rich Eden, Britain's Iſle: 

Haſte and yield thy Hand to mine, 
Flora's Treaſures ſhall be thine. 


See! the little Lambkins bound, 
Gameſome, o'er the flow ry Ground: 
Mild, and innocent, as thee ; 
Happier far, my Maid, than me, 

They never felt a Lover's Pain, 
Never met with cold Diſdatn; . - * 
And, like thee, they ſtart away, 
When 1 ask thee bur to ſtay. '- 


Cilia, ſhall my tuneſul Reed 

Never gain a Lover's Meed? 

Muſt I throw my Pipe away, 

And no more reſume the Lay ? 

Know, my Fair One, Love refin'd, 
Dignifies the human Mind: 
Heav'n-born Virtue ſmoorhs thy Brow, 
And ſays, That Love is all below.“ 


SONG Lyn. 


« C% 


©« cool Tide: 


OW the Sky-Lark fwells his Throat, 
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* 
5 


tented all Day I will fit by your side, 
"here 5 1. far ſpreading, o er- arch the 
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„% And while the clear River runs ing along 
* The Lark and the Liner content — 


r when the Ni opens her Throat, 
And fills the gay Concert in every Note: 
. Or when Turtles ſoft Murmurs are heard thro' the 
* Grove, 

You'll ſoften to Pity, and liſten to Love. 


Still ſhould you neglect the Diftreſs of my Heart, 
And Muſic no tender Emotions impart; 

In Queſt of new Charms the dull Time I'd beguile, 
And bask in the Glow of a Look or a Smile. 


= SONG LVIII. 
BE  FNVOME, Linde, Nymph divine, 
* Siſter of the tuneful Nine, 


Haſte thee toe the vocal Grove, 
Breathing Odours, breathing Love. 


Be thy Temples deck'd around, 

With a flow'ry Chaplet crown'd ; 

Curling Locks o'crſpread thy Breaft, 
n a Mantle lightly dreſs'd. 


On the moſſy Bank reclin'd, 
Gently wafted by the Wind, 
Ci.ircling Sylvans round thee there 
Shall forget their fleecy Care. 


Piæbus, come, forſake thy Choir, 
Wond'ring drop the yielding Lyre ; 
If Lucinda ſweeps the String, 
Raptur d Syreus ceaſe to ſing. 


To Fauwnius be the Song, 
God whom vernal Muſes throng ; 
While the Warblers of the Sky, 
Swell the Chorus as they fly, 


Come then, Fair One, come away, 
Kindly now reſume the Lay; 
Hear, oh! hear an artleſs Swain 
Penſive wooe thy gentle Reign. 


SONG LIX. 


OU'D all the Pow'rs attentive be 
To hear their Vot'ry's Pray'r, 

And grant a Bleſſing unto me | 
To baniſh all Deſpair ; 

In Toy ing ſweet I'd ſpend the Day, 
W here artleſs Shepherds rove, 

And Linnets, perch'd on ev'ry Spray, 
Invoke my Daphne's Love. 


For Love ſhou'd bear the fov'reign Sway, 
Its Fire poſſeſs each Breaſt, 
While we in Woodbine Bow'rs play, 
And live completely bleſt. 
In Pleaſure thus, the roving Bee, 
That ev'ry Flower ſips, 
Shall wanton round, and envy me 
The Sweets of Daphne's Lips. 
We'd taſte the dewy Sweets of Morn, 
Joy ſhould cach Becom fire, 
And Mirth my Daphne's Face adorn, 
And Love her Mind inſpire : 
Whilſ Nature thus is pleas'd to ſee 
The Graces all unite, B 
The Birds ſhall chirp, on ev'ry Tree, 
My Daphne to delight, rt. 


SONG LX. 
OUNG Damon, once the happieſt Swain 


That ever pip'd on verdant Plain, 
Or ſung a Roundclay ; 


— 
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All jocund Youth to Mirth inclin'd, 
The ruſtic Dance he always join'd 


To hail the flow'ry May, 


Till Love had reach'd the Shepherd's Heart; 
Corinna threw the fatal Dart, 
Then griev'd the Wound ſhe made: 
No more he flies to rural Sports, 
Nor with the mirthful Train reſorts , 
He ſeeks the gloomy Shade, . 


"Twas there, oppreſs d with heavy Grief, 
Ye Gods, he cry d, or ſend Relief, 
Or bid the Unpity d die? 
Still muſt I live and love the Maid! 
Ah, cruel Fate! No more he ſaid, 
But faigting heav'd a Sigh ! 


"2 As oft the Shepherd walk d the Wood, 

= So oft Corinna liſt'ning toad | 

= To hear and mock his Pain : 

7 But ne er, till now, a Tear o'erflow'd, 

Or one kind pitying Look beftow'd, 
On the unhappy Swan. 


Now, pierc'd wich Agony, the flies, 
And Damon, Damon, Damon, cries, 

Thy tender Heart I broke! * n 
And can ſt thou ſpeak Ah, no, he's dead ! 
Then rings her Hands; and now they're ſpread, 

The whilſt theſe Words the fpoke : 


« Oh! Damon ] tho' I once refus'd 
« To hear the ſofieſt Words you us'd, 
„That might to Pity mave ; 

« Had you the Power to know it now, 
« I'd kneel and make a folemn Vaw 
No other Swain to love.” 


SY 
"og 


Thus 
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Thus ſpoke the Fair, and Demon found 

In ev'ry Word a joyful Sound, | 
That bid his Fears abate ; 

Awhile he gaz'd, then in bis Arms 

Receiv'd the Maid, with all her Charms, 
And bleſs'd the Change of Fate. 


SONG LXI. 


F an Ailment ſo killingly ſweet I could die; 
For your Sight it fo charms me, 
Chills, changes, and warms me, . 
That I wiſh, and I wiſh, nor know wherefore, nor why, 
And my Soul I could waft ic away in a Sigh. 


When abſent, nor Reſt, nor Refreſhment J find ; 
Tho' alone you can chear me, 
I tremble when near me, 
My Senſes grow all as bew itch'd as my Mind, 
And my _m_ — your Ry es they could look themſelves 
ind. | 


so lm” 445 


Y Time, O! ye Muſes, was happily _ 5 

W hen Pbœbe went with me wherever I went; 
Ten Thovfand ſoft Pleaſures I felt in my Breaft, = 
Sure never fond Shepherd like Collin was bleſt ! 
But now ſhe is gone and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous Change on a ſudden I find ! 
When Things were as fine as could poſhbly be, 
I thought it was Spring, but, alas! it was the 


* 


The Fountain that us d to run ſweetly along, 
And dance to ſoft Murmars the Pebbles 6 
Thou know'R, little Cupid, if Pharbe was there, 
"T was Pleaſure toliook at, twas Muſick to hear : 
But now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its Side, 
And ſtill as it murmurs do nothing but chide ; 


* 


The Lark, Linnet, Throſtle, and Nightingale too; 


Win no pitying Power, that hears me complain, 


Wy 
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Muſt you be ſo chearful, whilft I go in Pain? 
Peace there with your Bubbling, and hear me complain, 


My Dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee 

Come wagging his Tail to my Fair One and me; 
"And Phabe was pleas'd roo, and to my Dog ſaid, 
Come hicher poor Fellow, and patted his Head: 
But now, when he's fawning I wich a four Look 
Cry, Sirrah, and give him a Blow wich my Crook; 
And I'll give him another, for why ſhould not Tray 
Be as dull as bis Maſter when Phabe's away ? 


Sweet Muſick went with us both all the Wood thro”, 


Winds over us whiſper'd, Flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the Graſhopper under our Feet: 
But now fhe is abſent, tho” ftill they fing on, 
The Woods are but lonely, the Melody s gone ; 
Her Voice in the Concert, as now I have found, 
Gave ev'ry Thing elſe us agreeable Sound, 


Or cure my Diſquiet, or ſoften my Pain? 

To be cur'd thou muſt, Collin, thy Paſſion remove ; 
But what Swain is ſo filly to live without Love ? 
No, Deity, bid the dear Nymph to return, 
For neter was poor Shepherd ſo ſadly forlorn. 

Ah! what ſhall I do? I ſhall die with Deſpair : 
Take heed, all ye Swains, how you love one ſo fair. 


SONG LXIII. 


** 
HAT Muſic dwells in Polly's Frame 
Let her own Voice declare : 
W hat Eyes has ſhe for Cupid's Flame, 
O! what a Heaven is there! —* 


' Whoever hears the tuneful Strain 


With Rapture muſt admire ; 
W hoever hears (alas, poor Swain !) 
Her Slave he muſt retire. 
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Not Venus, had ſhe with her Charms 
The Muſes Numbers join dx 

Could give the Heart more ſwift Alarms, 
Or ſooner win the Mind. 

Nor only with her Voice ſhe wounds ; 
Who dares to meet her Eyes, 

(Thoꝰ not enchanted by ſweet Sounds) 
Their Pow'r reveres and dies. 


SONG LXIV. 


OUN Romo would often frequent the grern 
ade, , 


To toy with his Phillis and humour the Maid ; 
Who lov'd her fond Shepherd, and thought that the 


Day . | 1 
Too haſtily fled, as he tun'd her his Lay. 


How bleſt were their Moments, to ſee the fair Mead 

With Cowſlips and Primroſes charmingly ſpread ? 

The ſweet woodland Choir would enliven the Grove, 
And waken the Soul to the Language of Love. 


Bur, ah! like the Cloud that envelopes the Sun, 

By Jealouſy ſoon is the Lover undone : 4 
For, while Damon tunes up fair Delia a Song, _ 
Poor Phillis is ſeen to go weeping along. : 


So fair, and ſo ſweet, yet ſo mournful ſhe goes, : 
Grief hangs on her Cheek like a Blight on the Roſe : 
Yet the Koſe holds its Hue, and its Fragrance retains, 


So bluſhing and rich, as to charm all the Swains. 


Oh! Damon, thou know'ſt not the Pride of the Fair; 
How yon they reſent, and how late they deſpair ; 
Thy Folly with Delia has loft thee thy Love; 
And Phillis, by Colin, is led to the Grove. | 


| G —_— 
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SONG LXV. 


— 


OW Summer decaying abates of its Heats, 
The Sun later riſcs and ſooner he ſets ; | 
he Miſts in the Morning they droop and they chill, 
And frown in black Clouds on the Brow of the Hill. 


The Leaves on the Trees once ſo lively and green, 
Now turn'd to a Ruſſet, quite deaden the Scene; 
Faſt dy ing, they fall to the Ground and conſume ; 
The Earth that late foſter'd now finds them a Tomb. 


And with the gay Seaſon gay Pleaſures expire; 
Now, mute at Vaux-Hall are the Voice and the Lyre; 
No more with the Fair in the Freſco we rove, 
Where Eyes far out- ſhine all the Lamps in the Grove. 


Yet let not Deſpondency wholly prevail, 

Our Pleaſures with Summer won't totally fail; 
Tho from her lov'd Region here Melody flies, 
The Goddeſs will ſoon on the Theatre riſe. 


What tho' the ſoft Notes no more float in the Gale, 
And Rocks ceaſe repeating each amorous Tale; 

Our Raptures ſweet Handel and Arne ſhall revive, 
And our Spirits dance chearful to Beard, Lowe and Clive. 


Farewel, then freſh Air and the murmuring Rill, 

nd welcome old London, late Routes and Quacrille ; 
Where Concerts, Plays, Op'ras and Night-Maſquerades 
Excel the whole Summer, its Sunſhine and Shades. 


SONG LXVI. 


WII firſt Lfaw wy Funny Face, 
Her Face alone delighted me; 
Poſleſs'd of ev ry outward Grace, 


1 - Lols of Liberty, 


Unblefsd 


29 
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Unbleſs'd with Fortune's Smiles to move, 
I durſt not tell her that 1 love. : 


And, oh! I found the heavenly Maid 
Had Charms of a ſaperior Kind; 
Charms, ſuch as Time can never fade, 
The Heav'n-born Beauties of the Mind. 
At Scnſe and Beauty ſo divine. p 
What Heart ſo cold but burns like mine? 


Lie ſtill, fond Heart, nor blindly run 

On Miſeries unknown before, 

But, as the Perſian does the Sun, 

At awful Diſtance her adore. 
Reſign, fond Heart, to Fate's Decree.; 
Such Virtues were not made for thee. 

SONG. LXVII, 
HE Sun his gladſome Beams withdrawn, 
The Hills all white with Snow, 
Leave me dejected and forlorn, 
Who can deſcribe my Woe ? 
But not the Sun's warm Beams could chear, 
Nor Hills tho e'er fo green, | 


Unleſs my Damon ſhould appear 
To beautify the Scene. 


The frozen Brooks, and pathleſs Valcs, 
Disjoin my Love and me 
The pining Bird his Fate bewails 
yonder leafleſs Tree | 
But what to me are Birds and Brooks, 
Or any Joy that's near ? 
Heavy the Lures, and dull the B»oks, 


* 


hile Damon is not near. 


The Laplander, who Half the Year 
Is wrapt in Shades of Night,. 
Mourns not, like me, his Winter drear, 
Nor wiſhes more for Light. 
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But _ 2 er cer without my Lore, 
e er ſo fine ? 

The — ry 5 Field, or Grove, 

If Damon be not mine? 


Each Moment, from my Dear away, 

Is a long Age of Pain; 

Fly ſwift ye Hours, be calm the Day, 

_ That brings my Love again 

O! hafte and bring him to my Arms; 
Nor let us ever part; 

My Breaft ſhall beat no more Alarms, 

When I ſecure his Heart. 


SONG LXVII 


CHLOE, in your Mirror view, 
As you daily us'd to do, 

The Image of that lovely Face, 

Deck-d with each becoming Grace. 


Then, my Chloe, ftraight repair 

„ To the Garden; thence, my Dear, 
=. Bring the damask Roſe aw 

1 That flouriſh d there but rn 


=: Scck the Buſh on which it grew, 
BE Enxlivcned by the Morning Dew; 
. [| The fragrant Flower, alas! is ſhed, 
= &catrcr'd all its Leaves and dead. 


But behold the Laurel there, ; 
15 Unhurt by Time, fill freſh and fair ! 
42 Ever verdant ſee it thrive, 


And the wintry Blaſts ſurvive. 


: 11 0 7 Chloe, ſhalt thou ſee, 
8 It will with thy BOP be: 
That Bloom = = Check, dear 


Like the Roſe will quickly fade. 
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But innate Senſe and Modeſty, 
Like the Laurel never die: 
Theſe, my Chloe, then improve, 
For Virtue is the Source of Love. 


SONG LXX. 


UITE free from Care and gloomy Scenes, 
I would with Daphne find 

Some cooling Shade, o'crhung with Greꝶ＋md 

With ſweeteſt Bloſſoms join d: — 
Where, from all idle Gazers hid, 

We'd mutual Joy receive; 
As Dido with AZneas did, 

When in the am'rous Cave. 


On verdant Banks we'd ſometimes rove, 
The warbling Songfſters near; 

With blitheful Strains invite to Love, 
And charm my Daphne's Ear. 

By Streams, meand'ring thro' the Mead, 
Where ſweet Primroſes ſpread 

Their balmy Stores, the Lambkins feed, 
And Cowſlips Odours ſhed. - © 


There I, in Tarn, my Daphne near, 
The ſmiling Hours would paſs ; 
Whoſe ſoft-wreath'd Smiles my Heart would cheer, 
O Daphne, ſweeteſt Laſs ! | 
I'd ne'er her harmleſs Joys moleſt, 
Each thorny Care repel ; 
Nor ne'cr with Terror fill her Breaſt, 
Whate'er my own befel. | 


SONG LXX. 
M7 RAN DA's Graces, heav'nly Charms, 
Thrill ſweetly o'er my raviſh'd Soul, 


I feel their kind and ſoft Alarms, 


Triumphant reign without Contx2ul. | 
. G 2 1 Ten 
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Ten thouſand Loves play in her Smiles, 
Here Cid bathes in am'rous Sport, 
Forgetting now his Darts and Wiles, 
he God of Love here keeps his Court. 


The pointed Beams flaſh from her Eyes, 
With modeſt, but refiftleſs Grace, 
While Venus, pale with Envy, flies 

Her ſtronger Charms, and fears to gaze. 


Tranſporting Raptures fire my Breaſt 
When I ſurvey the Nymph divine 6 
Grant me, kind Heav'n, this one Requeſt, 

O! make the fair Miranda mine. 


SONG LXXI. 


EAU T and Muſic charm the Soul, 
Tho' ſeparate in the Fair; 

What Mortal can their Pow'r controul, 
When Heav'n has join'd them there ! 


What needed then my Cælia's Art 

To fing, or rouch her Lyre ? 
Your Charms before had won my Heart, 
" ?*Twas adding Flame to Fire. | 


SONG LXXI. 


N vain the fleeting Clouds we chide, 
Or bid the rolling Billows ſtay ; 
Like them does Time our Call deride, 
Like them in Silence haſte away. 


' Yet how unjuſtly we complain 
If we the preſent Inſtant ſeize ! 
He wings his vagrant Flight in vain, 
Spice of himſelf awhile he ftays. 
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If Life's a Paſſage all muft tread, 

Happieſt who moſt unheeding ftray ; 
Who follow where the Graces lead, 

And ſtrow with Flowers a thorny Way. 


SONG EXXIIL + 

On a Goldfinch flyizo aw alto ol w ing 
Hg Teng Lady was play 
RECITATIVE. 


Ho Handels pleaſing Notes as Chloe ſung 
The Charms of heavenly Liberty, 
A gentle Bird, till then with Bondage pleas d, 
With Ardour panted to be free ; id a 
His Priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant Plain, 
Yer ere he flies tunes forth this parting Strain. 


AIR. 


Whilſt to the diſtant Vale I wing, 
Nor wait the flow return of Spring: 
Rather in leafleſs Groves to dwell, 
Than in my Cble's warmer Cell; 
Forgive me, Miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I firſt was taught ſweet Liberty, 
Dear Liberty. > 
Forgive me, Miſtreſt, fince by thee | 
I firſt was tanght ſweet Liberty. 


„ * & Y —— 3 
ith genial Warmth the i Wm - 
III tell upon the topmoſt — 8 "oy 2 
Thy ſweeter Notes improv'd my Lay: 2240 
W hilft in my Priſon, taught by thee, 
To warble forth ſweet Liberty: e 
Whilſt in my Priſon, &c. 
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Waſte not on me an uſeleſs Care, 
That kind Concern let $trephon ſhare ; 
Slight are my Sorrows, flight my Ills, 
To thoſe that he, poor Captive, feels: 
Who kept in —_— Bonds by thee, 


Yet ftrives not for his Liberty. 
Who kept, &c. | | 
4 2% = n R N ö ne 12201 
SONG. IMV. 

Ngelic Fair, beneath this Pine, 

In graſſy Verdure let's recline, 
And like the Morn be gay: 
See how Aurora ſmiles on Spring, 


See how the Larks ariſe and ſing 
To hail the infant Day. 


Reſume the Sweetneſs of thy Tongue, 
Which has now charm'd my Ear ſo long, 
With Accents half divine ; 

My Pipe ſhall ſwell its liquid Strain, 
And fink its riſing Notes again, 

In Unifon with thine. 


Muſick ſhall wafte the Morn, the Day 
Will roll, unhecded, as we play, 

On Wheels impell'd by Love: 
When weary, we will deiga to reſt 
Alternate on each other's Breaſt ; 


While Capid guards the Grove, 


What Prince can boaſt more Happineſs 
Than I, fefling thee, profeſs, ; 
All Tolls are baniſh'd hence? 
Say, Mortals, who our Weeds deſpiſe, 

In what ſuperior Pleaſure lies, 
To Love and Innocence ? 


F 4. 
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SONG LXXV. 


E E, Spbia, how the tinctur d Vale 
Diſperſes round the fragrant Gale, 
And all its Sweets reſign: 

See too the Roſe, that bluſhing Flow r, 
With envious Charms exert a Pow'r 
Inferior far to thine. 


The Lambs are ſportive o'er the Plain, 
The feather'd Songfters tune their Strain 
Within the echoing Grove : 
No Care diſturbs their peaceful Breaft—— 
Your Shepherd too would be as bleſt, 
Would you require his Love. | | 246A 


Oh! ſee how lively Nature ſeems, 
How Sol diſplays his orient Beams, 

And gilds the daiſied Meads : 
Oh! come and taſte the balmy Sweets, 
From Bow'r to Bow'r which wand'ring fleets, 
Io charm my lovely Maid. 


To yonder Summit we'll repair, 
The Seaſon's flow'ry Prime to ſhare, 
And view the varied Scenes: | 
Or elſe from Shade to Shade we'll firayg 
Let Time regardleſs ſteal away, 

Till loſt in endleſs Dreams. 


SONG LXXVI. 


OUNG YJemmy is the gayeſt Swain vo 
That ever grac'd the Dry Plain, Ws * 
Or join'd in merry Dance; 
His eaſy Form inſpir d Delight, 
The Nymphs are raviſh d with his Sight 
hene er he does advance. | 


. 
ol 


: 
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Calm was the Air, the Sky ſerene, 
A finer Day was never ſeen, 
When Patty, luckleſs Maid! * 
Was dancing with as freſh an Air, 
As might at once all Hearts inſnare, 
y Cupid was betray d. 


Sharp was the Dart, it pierc'd her Breaſt, 
No more ſh' enjoys her former Reſt, 

Or frolicks on the Green; 
She haunts the Vale, or lonely Grove, 


In mournful Accents ſighs her Love, 


By few-is-ſcldom ſeen. 


But let th' unguarded Vouth beware, 
Nor flight the kind enchanting Fair, 


Leſt he ſhould ſigh in Turn: 
The God of Love in ſecret lies 
In Patty's Smiles, or Lucys Eyes, 
And laughs to ſee their Scorn. 


SONG XXI. 


The weſtern Clouds were lind with Gold, 
he Sky was clear, the Winds were ſtill, 
The Flocks were pent within the Fold; 


2 ; * Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill, 


| | When from the Silence of the Grove 
Poor Damon thus deſpair d of Love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck: the fragram Roſe 
From the bare Rock or oozy. Beach, 


 Whe from each barren Weed that grows 


=peCts the Grape or bluſhing Peac 
With equal Faith may hope to 
The Truth of Love in Womankind. 


I have 


* = pn, 
.» . 
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I have no Herds, no fleecy Care, 4 
No Fields that wave with golden Grain, 
No Paſtare green, nor Garden fair, 
A Damſel's venal Heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my Sighs muſt prove, 
For I, alas! have nought but Love. - 


How wretched is the faithful Yourh, 
Since Womens Hearts are bought and ſold ? 
They ask not Vows of ſacred Truth; 
Whene'er they ſigh, they ſigh for Gold: 
Gold can the Frowns of Scorn remove, "9 
But I, alas! have nought but Love. | f 


To buy the Gems of India's Coaſt, 

What Wealch, what Treaſure can ſuffice ? 
Not all their Fire can ever boaſt 

The living Luſtre of her Eyes: 
For theſe the World too cheap would prove, 
But I, alas! have nought but Love. ; 


Oh, Sylvia ! ſince nor Gems, nor Ore, 
Can with your brighter Charms compare, 
Conſider that I proffer more, 
More ſeldom found — a Heart ſincere: 
Lec Treaſure meaner Beauties move; 
Who pays thy Worth, muſt pay in Love. E 


SONG LXXVII. i 
S the Thames ſilent Stream crept penſive along 
And the Winds murmur'd ſolemn the Willows 
among ; . | —- 
On a green Turf complainimg a Swain lay reclin d, 
And wept to the River and ſigh'd to the Wind, 
And wept to the River and figh'd to the Wind. 


In vain, he cry'd, Nature has waken'd the Spring 5 2 & 
In vain bloom the Violets, the Nightingales hog : D 

* lx 0 

* 


7 


— 
* 


> 
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ALLA. OSS 
4 


To a Heart full of Sorrow no Beautics 2p--2r, 
Each Zephyr's a Sigh, and each Dew-drop's a Tear, 
Each Zephyr's a Sigh, c. 


In vain my Selinda has Graces to move, 

The Faircſt to envy, the Wiſeſt to love; 
Her Preſence no more gives Delight to the Eye, 
Since without her to live is more Pain than to die, 
Since without her to live, &c. 


Oh ! that Sormuz's Pinions would over me ſpread, 
And paint me the Image in Dreams in her Stead ;. 


The beautiful Viſion would ſoften my Pain; 


Bur Sleep's a Relief 1 ſollicit in vain, 
But Sleep's a Relief, &c. 


The Wretch thus like me, whoſe Ears laden with Care, 
Is deluded by Hope, and undone by Deſpair: 

His Pains, ever waking, deny him Repoſe, 

And the Moments but vary, to vary his Woes, 

And the Moments but vary, c. 


SONG LXXIX. 


T - on-the- Hill 

There lives a happy Pair, 
he Swain his Name is Vill, 
And Molly is the Fair : 


Ten Years are gone and more, 


Since Hymen join d theſe two; 


; Their Hearts were one before 


The ſacred Rites they knew. 


Since which auſpicious Day, 

Sweet Harmony doth reign; 
Both love and both obey ; 

Hear this each Nymph and Swain ! 
If haply Cares invade, | 

For who is free from Care? 


Th Impreſſion's lighter made, 
_- By taking each a Share. Pleas d 


Pleas'd with a calm Retreat, 
They've no ambirious View; 
In Plenty live, nor hate. 7 
Nor envy thoſe that do. : 
Sure Pomp is empty Noiſe, | 
And Cares increaſe with Wealth ; 
They aim at truer Joys, 
Tranquillity and Health. 


With Safety and with Eaſe, 
Their, pleaſant Life does flow ; 
They fear no raging Seas, 
Nor Rocks that lurk below. 
May fill a ſteady Gale 
Their little Bark attend, 
And gently fill each Sail, 
Till Life itſelf ſhall end 


S O N'G n 4 1 af 
| HILE from our Looks, dear Nymph, you gueſs 
The ſecrer Paſſion of our Mind; 5 
My heavy Eyes you ſay confeſs, . 290] 
A Heart to love and Grief inclin q. 
There needs, alas ! p little Art 15 d. 7 
To have this fatal Secret found; 


With the ſame Eaſe you threw the Dart, | "Ie. 


'Tis certain, you may ſhew the Wound. 


How can I ſee you and nor love, 
While you, as op'ning Eaſt, are fair? 
While cold as northern Blaſts you prove, 
How can I love and nor defpair ? 


The Wretch in double Fetters bound, | 
| Your potent Mercy may releaſe; - 
Soon, if my Love but onee were ef]... 
Fair Propheteſs, my * would ccaſGG. 


SONG 
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I Met young Damon rother Day, 
0 
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And near me as he drew, 
Swain, methought, e er look'd ſo 87 


VU pon my Word tis true. 


With ardent Bliſs my Lips he preſt, 
Pray, what could Phillis do ? 
I frown'd—bur faith I frown'd in jeſt —— 


Upon my Word tis true. 
The Shepherd ſigh'd and. talk'd of Love, 


(A Theme to me quite new) 
Of Angels—Heav 'n—and—Pow'rs above, 
And vow'd that all was true. 


My Boſom throbb'd—I ws not why—— 
As ſtill more fond he grew; 

T liked to his Tale with Joy) 
Upon my Word 'tis true. 


Let Damon now be bleſt, he cry'd, 
And fondly to me flew ; 


His Freedom, vain I firove to o chide-— 


Upon my Word 'tis true. 


= | With Bluſhes ſpread, J look'd conſent, 


Felt Joys bur known to few ; 
For now I found what Damon meant, 
1 8 all he ſaid was true. 


soNe Lean, 


ON, long I deſpair'd a young She Jo” 
Nor proud of his Merit, — hes Wind; 
But at laſt I have got a dear Lad to my er 
9 I nevcr can part, with y] Hill +  . 
DO 2 "- Bo... 
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We hied ro the Atar.laft Miaſimmmer- Day, ; | 
I bluſh'd all the while; and ſcarce-knew what to ſay ; * 
But I vow'd, I remember, to love and obey; 

Can I do any leſs by my M ? + 


His Breath is as fragrant as freſh Morning Air, 

His Face than t Rose is more ruddy 1 ſwear, 

And his Kiſſes ſo ſweet—oh ! beyond all Compare! 
There is not ſuch a Lad as my. Hill. 

With him none e or to. pipe or to play; 

But what tender ſoft 


hings does the Shepherd not ay : 
With Eaſe, I am ſure, he might ſteal Hearts away; 
But I'll never diſtract thee, dear * 


When I droop'd all in Pain, and hung down my Head, 
How kindly he watch'd me! whar Tears did he ſhed ! 
He nor left me a Moment till Sickneſs was fled : , 
Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy? 
Should Death from my Sight tear the Shepherd ſo true, 
Let him take, if he chooſes, then me away roo; 
For why ſhould I tarry, or what ſhould I do, 
Should I loſe ſuch a Lad as my Willy ? 


SONG LXXXIL 
HE Sun in Virgin Luſtre ſnone, 
orning put its Beauties on, 
The Warblers ſung in livelier Strain, 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd the Plain, 
And ſweeter Elow'rets deck d the Plain 
When Love, a ſoft intruding Gueſt, © _ h 
That long had dwelt in Damm Breafty” » 
Now whiſper'd to the Nymph, Away, 
For this is Nature's Holiday, 
For this is Nature's Holiday. 


The tender Impulſe wing d bis Haſte, 
The painted Mead he inſtant paſs'd,/. i 
And ſoon the happy Cot he gain d, * 


Where Beauty ſlept and Silence reign d. 4 
Where Beauty, Sc, 1 


H 2 Awake, 
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Awake, my Fair, the Shepherd cries, 
To new-born Pleaſure ope thine Eyes : 
Ariſe, my Syhoia, hail the May, | 
For this 1s Nature's Holiday, 

For this, Sc. | 


Forth came the Maid in Beauty bright, 
As Phœbus in Meridian Light: 
Entranc'd'in Rapture, all confeſs'd, 
The Shepherd claſp'd her to his Breaſt, 
The Shepherd, &c. PW 
Then, gazing with a ſpeaking Eye, 
He ſnatch'd a Kiſs, and heav'd a Sigh, 
A. melting Sigh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
Confider, Youth's our Holiday, 
Conſider 7 Sc. 


Ab! ſoft, ſhe faid, for Pity's ſake; 
What! kiſs me e er I'm well awake! 
For this ſo early came you here? 

And hail you thus the riſing Lear? 
And hail, Sc. 

Sweet Innocence, oh, ceaſe to chide! 
We'll hafte to Joy, the Swain reply'd ; 
In Pleaſure's flow ry Fields we'll tray, 
And this ſhall be Love's Holiday, 

And this, Sc. 


% 


A crimſon Glow warm'd o'er her Cheek, 
She look'd the Thing ſhe dar'd not ſpeak: 
Conſent own'd Nature's ſoft Command, 

And Damon ſeiz d her trembling Hand, 
And Damon, &c. ton Hg ſe 
His dancing Heart in Tranſport play d, 
To Church he led the bluſhing Maid, 
Then bleſs'd the happy Morn of May ; 
And now their Life's all Holiday, 

Aad now, Ec. 
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8 O N-G LXXXIV. 


OW little do the Landmen know 
Of what we Sailors feel, 

When Waves do mount, and Winds do blow; 3 

But we have Hearts of Steel. 
No Danger can affright us, 

No Enemy ſhall flour ; 
We'll make the Monſieurs right us ; 

So toſs the Can about. 


Stick tout to Orders, Meſſmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and ſink; 
Then, France, have-at your F irſt-rates ; 3 
For Britons never BONE, 
We rummage all we fancy, 
We'll bring them in by Scores ; 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in Louis d'Ors. 


While here at Deal we're ly ing 
With our noble Commodore, 
We'll ſpend our Wages freely, Boy % 
And then to Sea for more. 
In Peace we'll drink and ſing, Boys, | : 
In War we'll never fly ; f 
Here's a Health to George our King, 1 2 
And the Royal r 


SONG LXXSV. 


IVE me but a Wife; I expect not to find | 
Each Virtue and Grace i in one Female combin d: 
No Goddeſs for me; tis a Woman I prize, 

And he that ſecks more is more curious than wiſe. 


Be ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mould; 7 
Or ſhe claims my Reſpect like a Mother, if old: ; 
H 3 Thus 
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" Thus either can pleaſe me, fince Woman I prize, 
And he that ſecks more is more curious than wiſe. 


Like Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her Eye; 
If blind, ſhe the roving of mine cannot ſpy : | 
Thus either is lovely; for Woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


* If rich be my Bride, ſhe brings Tokens of Love ; 

If poor, then the farther from Pride my Remove: 

'Fhus either contents me; for Woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


I n&*er ſhall want Converſe, if Tongue ſhe poſſeſs ; 
And if mute, ſtill the Rarity pleaſes no leſs : 

I'm ſuired to either; for Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


Then ceaſe, ye Profane, on the Sex to deſcant; 

If you've Wit to diſcern, of Charms they've no Want: 
Each Fair can make happy, if Woman we prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


SONG LXXXVI. 
OMR, come, my dear Shepherd, our Flocks we 


muft ſhear ; 
In your Holiday Suirs with your Laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of Folks arc the Guiltleſs and Free; 
And who are ſo guikleſs, ſo. bappy, as we ? 


We harbour no Paſſion by Luxury taught, Wy 
We practiſe no Arts with Hypocriſy fraught ; 
What we think in our Hearts you may read in our Eyes, 
For, knowing no Falſhood, we need no Diſguiſe. 


By Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led; 
But ve all the Children of Nature are bred : . 


The MUSES Hiliday, &e. 91 
By our Hands alone we are painted and dreſt, | 
For theRoſes will bloom hen there Peace in the Breaſl. 


That Giant, Ambition, we never can dread; 

Our Roofs are too low for ſo lofty a Head: 

Content and ſweet Chearfulneſs open our Door; 
They ſmile with the Simple, and feed with the Poor. 


When Love has poſſeſs d us, that Love we reveal; 
Like the Flocks that we feed are the Paſſions we feel: 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 


And leave to fine Folk to deceive and betray. 
SONG LXXXVI.. 


NE Ev'ning in Spring, when the Meadows were 
” 7 
When the Larks and Linnets are tuning their Lay; 
So ſweetly they fang thro” their warbling Throats, 
The Valleys repeated their echoing Notes, 


Tuas then the young Damon the Woodlands drew near, 
To breathe the cool Breezes with Phillis the Fair: 
Where Nightingales Notes fo enchanted the Grove, 
The Shepherd there melred his Phillis, to Love. 


Young Damon then tuned his Pipe to her Song, 
And around the aerial Choriſters throng, 
And ceaſed their Notes: In Attention profound, 


Their Lambkins (from ſporting) ſtood gazin che 
— bears the 


SONG LXXXVII. 


BEYF ATH a Beach, the other Day, 
Of Stella's Charms I thought; 

Then. tun'd my Pipe with am'rous Lay, 
And, wand'ring, Stella ſought, 


3 
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The bleming Plain, the fileat Grove, = 


I travers'd for my Fair; 
Methought I *ſpy'd the Queen of Love; 
By ove, ſays I, tis her. 


"Tis her, by that celeſtial Mien, 
in dimpled, ſmiling Face; 
is her, by Fove, the Paphian Queen 

Wants 's ſofter — | 


But, oh ! ye Gods, how great Bliſs, 
T was Setta — ; 188 

I dropp'd my Pipe, and ſtole a Kiſs, 
Then baniſh'd all my Care. 


SONG LXXXIX. 


E true honeft Britons, who love your own Land, 
W hoſe Sites were ſo brave, ſo victorious and free, 

Who always beat France, when they took her in Hand; 

Come, join honeſt Britons in Chorus with me. 

Let us fing our ocun Treaſures, Old England's good Chear, 

The Profits and Pleaſures of flout Britiſh Beer; 

Your W ine tippling, Dram ſipping Fellows retreat, 

But your Beer drinking Britons can never be beat. 


The * with their Vineyards, are meagre and 
pale | 
They drink of the ſqueezing of half ripen'd Fruit ; 
But we, who have Hop-Grounds to mellow our Ale, 
Are roſy and plump, and have Freedom to boot. 
Let us freg our own Treaſures, &c. 


Should = French dare invade us, thus arm'd with our 
oles, 

We'll bang their bare Ribs, make their lanthorn- 
Jaws ring; 

For your Beef eating, Beer drinking Britons are Souls, 

Who will ſhed their laſt Drop for their Country 
and King. 

Let us fing our own Treaſures, &c. SONG 
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SONG XC. | N 
OUNG Jockey, who teaz d me a Twelvemonth, or 
more, E 5 
Now bolder is grown than was Mortal before; 
He whiſpers ſuch Things as no Virgin ſhould hear, 
And he preſſes my Lips with a Warmth I can't bear, 
And he preſſes my Lips with a Warmth J can't bear. 


With Stories of Love he would ſoften my Mind, 

And his Eyes ſpeak a Temper to Miſchief inclin'd ; 
But I vow not a Moment I'll truft him alone, < 
And when next he grows rude Iwill bid him begone, 
And when, Oc. 8 4 


Of Honour and Truth not a Word has he ſpoke, 
And his Actions declare he thinks Virtue a Joke: | _ 
He ſhall find his Miftake, if he ventures to tr; 
For, than yield on ſuch Terms, oh ! I rather would die, 
For, than, Sc. 


With no Creature beſide he ſuch Freedom dare take; 
Yet the Handſome and Witty he quits for my Sake: 
But how can I think that he loves me the beſt, | 
Or how can I love him who'd break all my Reſt - 
Or how, Sc. 4 > Ja 


Oh! Jockey, reform, nor be fooliſh again, 

Left you loſe a fond Heart you ſhall never regains - 

If you change your Behaviour, and to Church chuſe 

to go, ' [7h 

PII a that's paſt, and will never ſay No, 

I'll forgive, S. 202294 2356; The 

SONG KXôCl. 

HEN firſt I ſaw my Delia's Face, : 

Adorn'd with ev'ry Bloom and Grace 

That Love and Youth cou'd bring ; | 

Such Sweetneſs too in all her Form, 

I thought her one celeſtial born, 
And took her for the Spring. Each 
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Each Day a Charm was added more ; 
Muſic and La ge ſwell'd the Store, 
With allt 2 of Reaſon : 
And yet ſo frolic and ſo 85 
Deck d with the op'ning Sweets of May, 
She look d the Summer Seaſon. 


Admiring Crowds around her preſs, 

Bur none the happy He cou'd gueſs ; 
Unwiſh'd her Beauties caught em. 

I urg'd my Paſſion in her Ear; 

Of Love, ſhe ſaid, ſhe cou'd not hear, 

And yet ſecm'd ripe as Autumn. 


1 The Roſe, not gather'd in its Prime, 
N N and fall in _ Time ; 
| began to hint t'her: 
Her Checks confeſs'd a Summer's Glow ; 
But, ah! her Breaſt of driven Snow 
- -  Conceals a Heart of Winter. 


SONG XCI. 


OUNG 4, ye Shepherds, is gone: 
E I look a 2 os the 5b a 
Hess fled, and Joy with him is flown : 
=_— He leaves me to Sorrow and Pain. 
= "Where is it I madly would rove? 
© ._ Can ye tell me what's left worth my Stay? 
Too. late I perceive it was Love 
All the while led my Fancy aftray, 

All the while led my Fancy aſtray. 


What avails it I tarry behind, 
Now my Heart he has ſlole quite away? 
No Comfort on Earth ſhall I find, 

No Reſt or by Night or by Day. 


— 


£ 


* 


. 
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When he ſung, oh! I liſten d with Glee : x 
When he ſmil'd, how I languiſh'd and figh's! 

Ne'er thought I the Moment to ſeę, | | 
' Than to ſee I could wiſh to have dy d, 
Than to ſec, Ec. 4 


But who is it comes o'er the Green ? 

"Tis Thyrſss, the dear wiſh'd-for Youth : 
Not Death cer ſhall part us I ween, 

For than Death is much ſtronger his Truth. 
The Muſe ſaw them meet in the Grove, 

Saw the Maid and the Shepherd all bleſt: 
He vow'd to be true to his Love: 

She dares not to whiſper the reſt, 

She dares not, Sc. 


SONG XCIII. 


HE wicked Wits, as Fancy hits 
All fatyrize the Fair ; 15 

In Proſe and Rhyme, in Strains ſublime, 10 
Their Foibles they declare: = 
The Kind are bold, the Chafte are cold ; 
Theſe prudith, thoſe too free: EI 

Ye curious Men, come, tell us then, DL 
W hat ſhould a Woman be ? a, 
What ſhould a Woman be ? 


But hard's the Task, and vain to ask, 
Where Optics are untrue ; » 
The Muſe ſhall here th" Indicted. clear, =Y 
And prove the Crimes on you: W - 
The Rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enj 


4 * 
* 
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d 

On whom his Wiſh was od . 
The Fool deny'd, affects the Pride, 

And rails, to be in Taſte, 

And rails, Sc. 8 


But, not like theſe, the Men of Bliſs + 
Their ſure Criterion fix: a 
No: Wiſdom cries, My Sons, arif, 
And vindicatc the Sex: "Tis 
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"Tis theirs to prove thoſe Sweets of Love 
Which others never ſhare; ._ 
And evidence, that none have Senſe + 
| But who «dore the Fair, 
But who, Ec. 


Ye blooming Race, with ev'ry Grace 
Celeſtially impreſt, 
"Tis yours to quell the Cares that dwell 
ithin the human Breaſt : 

At Beauty's-Voice our Souls rejoice, 
And Rapture wakes ro Birth : 
And Jove deſign'd th' enchanting Kind 

To form an Heav'n on Earth, 
To form, Ec. 


Oh! ev'ry Art, to win the Heart, 
Ye dear Inſpirers, try ; 
Each native Charm with Faſhion arm, 
And let Love's Lighi'ning fly: 
And hence, ye Grave, your Counſels ſave, 
| Which Youth bur ſets at nought ; 
For Woman ſtill will have her Will, 
nd ſo I think ſhe ought, 
And ſo I think ſhe ought. 


SONG XCIV. 


| ENTLE Love, to paint my Lover 

Let thy Pencil be thy Dart; 

Let thy Pencil be thy Dart ; 

Ev'ry killing Grace diſcover | 
Which is glowing in my Heart, 4 08 
Which is glowing in my Heart. 511 


Be his lovely Eyes defining: 18 

But tis fatal A a *. fs, 7 | 
harms are ſhining : be; 
too much, Oc. 1 | 


Where ten thouſand C 
J, alas! have 


Ty "ll $ 
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Be thy Pencil now deſcending : 
But deſcend with tender Care, &c. 
Left the new-born Smiles offending, 
Which are ever ſpringing there, &c. 


Gently glide o'er ev'ry Feature, 
With bewitching Softneſs form'd, Sc. 
In his Compoſition, Nature . 
Was by Love and Bacchus warm d, &c. 


Touch his Lips, deſign'd for preſſing, 
Where thy own fond Mother's Lies, Sc. 
Everlaſting Love expreſſing + 
From his Mouth and from his Eyes, &c. 


Now his Shape and Air ſurveying, 
How I chide my artleſs Song Sc. 

I my Fondneſs am betraying, Ss 
And have done his Beauties wrong, Sc Fa 


Oh! how ill I am performing, 
Tho” aſſiſted by thy Dart, 

Tho aſſiſted by thy Dart! 
Florio's Picture is more charming. 
It has painted in my Heart, 

It has painted in my Heart. 


SONG Xcv. 9 


ws 
- 


EAR Madam, old Homer, an honeſt blind Bard, 
Has told us, and who need diſpute the Man's 
To withſtand the ſweet Sirens deluding ſoft Strain, 
How weak ev*ry Art was, all Efforts how vain ? 335 
To withſtand the ſweet Sirens deluding ſoft Strain, : 
How weak cv'ry Art was, all Efforts how vain? 


To the Charms of theVoice thoſe of Beauty were join'd, 
How pow'rful, when ſingle 5 —_— 
; | a, 
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And, living in Ocean ſome dreadful ſharp Rocks on, 
Whole Heaps of poor Tars were allur'd to Deſtruction, 


And, living, & c. 


For, ſoon as their ſweet flowing Accents were heard, 
Plum againſt the rough Rocks the mad Mariners ſteer'd: 
Thus, like a poor Bird, by the Charmer decoy'd, 
The Veſſel was ſplit, and the Sailors deſtroy d, 

Thus, like, Sc. | 


Now, Madam, believe, for tis certainly true, 
{uſt juſt ſuch a terrible Creature are you: 
ou act to Perfection the Sirens fell Part: 
We are drawn by your Charms, and the Rock is your 
| Heart, | . e 
You act, Ec. 


But ſince, cruel Fair, tis in vain to deplore, 

Or repine F what Thouſands have ſuffer'd before, 

I ſubmit; Ur, oh! grant this laſt Boon to your Stave, 
As Idie by your Heart, be your Boſom my Grave. 

I ſabmir ; but, oh! grant this laſt Boon to your Slave, 
As I die by your Heart, be your Boſom my Grave. 


SONG XxCVI. 


n'd to the Houſe till the Age of Fifteen, 
Nor Man but the Clowns of our Pariſh had ſeen, 
Nor Man but the Clowns of our Pariſh had ſeen ; 
An Aunt to inſtruct me, a formal old Maid, 
A formal old Maid; 
And I, ſilly I, fill belicy'd all ſhe ſaid, 

Ant I, filly 1, ſtill belicy'd all ſhe ſaid. 


| * 
My Aunt in the Grave, to the Town ftraight I flew, 
And inftantly fond of each Pleaſure I grew; 


The Sparks waited round me wherever I went, 
And I, filly I, could not gueſs what they meant, 


They 


And 1, Se. | 
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They call me a Goddeſs, and, Gghing, declare 
The Toaſts of the Town are not like me {© fair; 
They vow and declare, and my Pity invoke, 
And I, filly I, then belicy'd all they ſpake, 


And I, Sc. 


They tickled my Pride, but my Heart fill was free, 
Nor one of them all was a Conqueſt for me ; 

'Till young Strephon advanc d, and quickly he taught 
What I, filly I, till that Moment had ſought, 


What I, Sc. 


Not li 


His Expreſſions were ſweet and ſprung f 


b 


With good Breeding and Senſe his Love he declar'd,” 
e the vain Fops who before had appear d-: 
rom his Mind, 


And I, happy I, to my Strephon was join d, 2 « 


And I, happy I, to my Strephon was Join'd, 47 


"Twas Cruelty to me, 
Twas Cruelty to me. 


No Swain that e'er the Nymph ador d 


Was fonder, or was younger 
Vet, when her ity I implor d, 


_ "Twas ſtay a little longer, Ec. 


It chanc'd, I met the blooming Fair 
One May Morn, in the Grove ; 2 
When Cid whiſper'd in my Ear, 
Now, now's the Time for Love, &.. 


12 
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> 


* 


- * - 
4 
* . 
- 
5 bd 
. 
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OUNG Daphne was the prettieſt Maid 
* The Eyes of Love cou'd ſee, 
And but one Fault the Charmer had ; 


- 14 * Ba 
I clafyd 
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I claſp'd the Maid; it wak'd her Pride: 
W har ! did I mean to wrong her! 

Nor ſo, my gentle Dear, I cryd; A 
But Love will ftay no longer, Se. 


Then, kneeling at her Feet, I ſwore 
How much I lov'd, how well ; 

And that my Heart, which beat for her, 
With her ſhould ever dwell, Sc. 


Conſent ftood ſpeaking in the Eye 
Of all my Carc's Prolonger : 
Let, Daphne utter d with a Sigh, 
Oh! tay a little longer, &#c. 


The Conflict in her Soul I ſaw 
"Twix: Virtue and Deſire : 

Oh! come, 1 cry'd, let Hymens Law 
Give Sanction to Love's Fire, Sc. 


Ye Lovers, gueſs how great my Joys 
Con'd Rapture well prove ftronger ? 

When Virtue ſpoke in Dapbre's Voice, 
You now—ſhall ſtay no longer, 
You now—ſhall ftay no longer. 


1.589 SONG XCVII. 
2 IS a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they arg 


twain, | 

Since Thyrſs neglected the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And wou d tempt me to walk the gay Meadows along, 

To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song. 

To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song. 


= What at firſt was but Friendſhip ſoon grew to a Flame; 
1 r 
F ä From 


4 F 
„ * 
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From each other our Paſſion we car Go not to hide, 


But who ſhou'd love moſt was our reſt and Pride ? 
But who, Se. A 


But Prudence ben whiſper'd us, © Love: not too il. 
“% For Envy has Eyes, and a Tongue that will tell; 

« And a Flame, without Fortune's rich Gifts on its Side, | 
« The Grave-ones will ſcorn, and a Mother muſt —_ 
« The Grave-ones , Se. 


Afraid of Rebukes, he his Viſits forbore, 
And we promis'd to think of each other no more; 
Or to tarry, with Patience, a Seaſon more kind; 


So I put the dear Shepherd quite out of my Mind, 
So 1 put, Oc. 


But Love breaks the Fences I vainl had made, 
Grows deaf to all Cenſure, and will be repaid ; 

If we ſigh for each other, ah ! quit not your Care : : 
Condemn the God Crpid, but bleſs the fond Pair, 
Condemn the God Cupid, but blefs the fond Pair. 


SONG KOEN. ©: 535: {3B 
H will you my Paſſion reprove, = 
Why term it a Foll = a; 
E'er I tell Ga the Charms of bh 12 * 5 | 
She's fairer than you can believes 
She's fairer than you can believe. 


With her Mien ſhe enamours the Brave, 
With her Wir ＋ engages the Free, 

With her Modeſty 2 the Grave; 

She's ev'ry We! Plating to me, 

She Sz Sc. X 


When Pavidet tries in the Dance 
Same Favour with Phillis to find, \ 97 x) 

Oh! how with one trivial Glanee 
Might ſhe ruin the Peace of my Mind“ 4 
gn he , Se. * 


13 
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In Ringlets he dreſſes his Hair, 
And bis Crook is beſtudded around; 


And his Pipe——oh ! may Phillis beware 


Of a Magic there is in its Sound, 
Of a Magic, Oc. 


Let his Crook be with Hyacinths bound, 
So Phillis the Trophy deſpiſe ; . 


Let his Forehead with Laurels be crown'd, 


So they ſhine not in Phillis's Eyes, 
So they, Ec. 


The Language that flows from the Heart 
Is a Stranger to Paride[s Tongue; 
Vet may ſhe beware of his Art, 
Or fure I muſt envy the Song, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the Song. 


SONG C. 


O take in good Part the Squeeze of the Hand, 
That Language of Lovers who dare not demand, 
And when with another as cloſe and as dear, 
You've made him believe his Happineſs near, 


You've made him believe his Happineſs near; 


Then to tell him a Tale, then to tell him a Tale, 

Then to tell him a Tale of a Cock and a Bull; 

That 20 meant no ſuch Thing, but was playing the 
ol, 


That = meant no ſuch Thiog, but was playing the 
oo], 14 


The Tread on the Toe to admit and be free, 
And ftrait to reply with the Toe Repartee; 
To expreſs with your Eyes your inward Deſires, 


And thus with full Hopes to kindle his Fires; 


Then to tell him a Tale, Sec. 


When 
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When he-wants to diſcloſe what he dares not reveal; 
When he looks very filly, and means a great deal; 
When he thinks, if c'er thinking ſhould egter his Brain, 
You'll now grant his Wiſh, the Eaſe of his Pain; 
Then to tell him a Tale, &c. 


To let him, enraptur'd, proceed on to Blifs, 
To ſuffer the Snatch or the Theft of a Kiſs ; - 
When Coynefs retreating unwillingly flies, 
When Sighs anſwer Murmurs, and Eyes talk toEyes; 
Then to tell him a Tale of a Cock and a Ball, 
That you meant no fuch Thing, but was playing the 


ool. 


SONG Cl. 


OFT pleaſing Pains, unknown before, 
My beating Boſom feels, 
When I behold the bliſsful Bow'r 
Where deareſt Delia dwells. 
That Way I daily drive my Flock ; 
Ah! happy, happy Vale! 
, There look, and wiſh, and while I look 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale, 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale. 


Sometimes at Midnight I do ſtray 
Beneath inclement Skies, 
e And there my true Devotion pay 
To Delia's fleep-ſeal'd Eyes: 
e So pious Pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious Travel faint, 
To kiſs alone the clay-cold Tomb 
Of ſome lovy'd fav'rite Saint, 
Of ſome, Sc. . | 


O tell, ye Shades that fold my Fair, 
And all my Bliſs contain, 1 

Ah! „ NV ye thoſe Bleſſings ſhare, 
2 For which I ſigh in vain + But 


JW } 
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let me not at Fate repine, 
255 thus my Griefs ew 


| She's not your Tenant— he is mine ; 


+ Her Manſon is my Heart, 
Her Manſion is my Heart. 


SONG Cll. 


HE riſing Sun thro” all the Grove 
Diffus'd a gladſome Ray; 
Lucy ſmil'd, and talk d of Love, 
And ev'ry Thing look'd gay: 
But, oh ! the fatal Hour was come 
That forc'd me from my Dear ; 
My Lucy then through Grief was dumb, 
Or ſpoke but by a Tear. F 


Now far from her and Bliſs I roam, 
All Nature wears a Change ; 

The azure Sky ſecms wrapt in Gloom, 
And evry Place looks ftrange : 


Thoſe flow'ry Fields, this verdant Scene, 


Yon Larks, that tow'ring ſing, 
With ſad Contraft increaſe my I 
And make me loath the Spring. 


My Books, that wont to ſooth my Mind, 
o longer now can pleaſe ; | 


There only thoſe Amuſements find 


Ag mar Ar- at — 2 

A ife itſelf is taſteleſs | 

hom whilft I 3 

Sick of the World I muſe along, 
And ſigh the live-long Day. - 


SONG CIIT. 
O © long, a giddy wand'ring Youth, 


From Fair to Fair, I roy'd : 


To ev'ry Nymph I vow'd my Truth; 


Tuo Q allalikc I lo: Yet, 
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Yet, when the Joy I wiſh'd was paſt, 
My Truth appear'd a ſeſt: 

But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 

That Conftancy is beſt, 

That Conſtancy is beſt. 


Like other Fools, at female Wiles 
"Twas my Delight to rail; 4:44 
Their Sighs, their Vows, their Tears, their Smiles, 
Were falſe, I thought, and frail : | 
But, by RefleQion's bright'ning Pow'r, 
I ſee their Worth confeſt; 
That Man cannot enough adore ; 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 


The roving Heart at Beauty's Sight 
May glow with fond Dehire : 

Yet, tho' Poſſeſſion yeild Delight, 
It damps the lawleſs Fire: 

But Love's celeſtial faithful Flames 

Still catch from Breaſt to Breaſt ; 

| While ev'ry 8 proclaims 
Thar Conftancy is beſt, | 

That Conſtancy is beſt. 


No ſolid Bliſs from Change reſults ; 
No real Raptures flow; 
But, fix'd to one, the Soul exults, 
* 2 of Heav'n below. 
it ve, on ev'ry gen'rous Mind, 5 
Is Truth's fair Pi „o HA 
And Reaſon dictates to Mankind, 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 


SONG 
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E Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert little Things, 
Who trip in this frolickſome Round, 

Pray tell me from hence this Indecency ſprings, 

The Sexes at once to confound ? 

What means the cock d Hat, and the maſculine Air, 

5 With each Motion defign'd to perplex ? 

Bright Eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
And Softneſs the Teft of your Sex—dear Girls, 
And Softneſs the Teft of your Sex. 


The.Girl who on Beauty depends for Support, 
* ev ry Art to her Aid - 

The Boſom diſplay'd, and the Petticoat ſhort, 
Are Samples ſhe gives of her Trade: 

But you, on whom Fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom Pride has preſerv'd from the Snare, 

Shou'd flily attack us, with Coyneſs and Wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent Air—brave Girls, 
Not with, Sc. 


The Yenus, whoſe Statue delights all Mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the View, 
And kindly ſhou'd ſeem, by the Artiſt deſign'd, 
To ſerve as a Model for you. 
Then learn, with her Beauties, to copy her Air, 
Nor venture too much to reveal; *A.,.d- 
Our Fancies will t whar you cover with Care, 
And double each Charm you conceal—ſweet Girls, 
And double, Sc. | 


The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can procure : 

Oh? be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'll pay, 
And your Empire is ſolid and ſure : 815 


F 
= 


But 


* 


She vow'd——She'd ſomething elſe to do. 
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But if, Amazon-like, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us in Fear of our Lives, 
You may do very well for Siſters or Aunts;  -_ + 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives—poor Girls, 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives. 


SONG CV. 


HE Sun was fleeping in the Main, 

Bright Cmthin fiiver'd all the Plain; 
When Colin turn'd his Team to Reft, 
And ſought the Laſs he lov'd the beſt: 
As tow'rd her Cott he jogg d along, 
Her Name was frequent 1n his Song ; 
But when his Errand Dolly knew, 
She vow'd——She'd ſomething elſe to do, 
She'd ſomething elſe to do, | 


He ſwore he did eſteem her more 

Than any Maid he'd ſeen before ; 

In tender Sighs proteſting he 

Wou'd conftant as the Turtle be; 

Talk'd much of Death, ſhould ſhe refuſe, 
And us'd ſuch Arts as Lovers uſe; ; 
'Tis fine, ſays Doll, if tis but true, 


But now——1've ſomething elſe to do; 


I've ſomething elſe to do. 


Her Pride then Colin thus addreſs'd ; 

Forgive me, Doll, I did but jeſt: 

To = that's kind III conſtant prove, 

Bur txuſt me, 1'il ne er die for Love. 

'Tho' firſt ſhe did his Courtſhip ſcorn, 
Now Doll began to court in Turn ; 72 
Dear Colin, I was jeſting too, | 


Step in — I've nothing elſe to do, 
I've nothing elſe to do; 
Step in—l've nothing elſe to do. 
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5 HE Morning Clouds were ting with Gold, 
When Colin went to view his Fold; | 

And, as he whiftled o'cr the Plain, 

Young Dolly met the perjur'd Swain: 

Anger and Love were in her Eye, 

Her tender Breaſt heav'd with a Sigh ; 

But when her Grief ſhe come to ſhow, 

He cry 'd——1 cannot hear thee now, 

I cannor, I cannot, I cannot hear thee now, 


In moving Words ſhe told a Tale, 
Thar — — o'er any Heart prevail; 
8 Ask'd why he had forſook her Cort ? 
= - And was poor Do/ly quite forgot ? , 
F fo, Tears trembling in her Eye, 

She ſaid, ſhe'd fir her down and dye: 

Do ſo, ſays Colin, and I vow, 
My Dear I cannot hear thee now; 
1 cannot, Sc. 8 


Reſentment kindling o'er her Cheek, 
Says ſhe, another Love I'll ſeck ; 
Damon will prize theſe ſlighted Charms, 
And kindly take them to his Arms. | 
The Swain, whom Honour cou'd not move, 
By Jealouſy was wak'd to Love ; 

Says he, forgive ; ſee yonder Mow, 
Step there Il ſtay to hear thee now; 
I'll ſtay, Ec. 


SONG CVIL 


IHE N lovely Amora diſplayd | 

The Beauties and Charms of her Mind ; 
With rapturous Wonder I gaz'd, | 
And freely my Heart I reſign'd, 


=_ 

_— ” * N $ , 
= "2 * _- "i 

- * 


Ye 
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Ye Fates then my Paſſion approve, 4 
Ye Powers confine her to me; | . 


I'm loft to all Joys but her Love, 
There's nothing can'bleſs me but ſhe. + 


Poſſe Amora ſecares  ' | ©» 
Real Pleaſure, Content, and true Joy ; 
Love founded on — 3 > 
No Care can its Bleſſings deſtroy. 3 
Don't envy, ye Powers, my Blis“ e 
Beſtow her, I can ask no more; - + 
Her Endearments exceed ev'ry Wiſh, Ape 
'Tis only for her I implore. 
SONG CVI. 
O make me feel a Virgin Charm, 
Whoſe Forces had deny d; | 
Gay Poll came tempting to my Arms, "9 | 
hat Man could have deny'd ?* | ? 75 
I kiſsd her Lips, and ſtraightway found * ' + 4% » 
Such Sweetneſs there in Store, 3X A 
That, tbo' I had receiv'd one Wound, | 
I wiſh'd for twenty more KY 1420 
That, tho' I had receiv'd one Wound, ” 
I with'd for twenty more: 


= new-born Flame now ſtronger grews, + 4 
thought to cool my Rage; * 
But, oh ! the fair Avenger flew, ) MY 
Nor would my Pain wary _, © Rome 
Then boaſt not * thou flutt ring Fool, je 
HBoaſt not of thy own Will; 375 
For know, when Woman thinks to rule, 
Her Charms have Pow'r to kill, 
For know, when Woman thinks to rule, 
Her Charms have Pow r to kill. bbs 
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SON 6G c. 
DAMON and CELIA. 
A DIALOGUE. 
CELIA. + 254 
ES, Damon, yes, I can approve, | | 
See all thy Merit, all thy Lore? 
But, ſhipwreck'd once, I leave the Shore, 
And truſt the faichleſs Seas no more, 


And truſt the faithleſs Seas no more: 
Thy Vous are loſt, thy Tears are vain, 


- 


4 


For I can never love again, ü 
Thy Vows are loſt, thy Tears are vain, 3 
For I can never love again. s | 4 
DAMON. 


And could'ft thou then, bewitching Maid, 
Could'ſt thou be flighted or betray'd ? 

Or, is it but an 13 
Oer Damon's Paſſion to prevail? 
Oer Damon s, &c. g | 
For ſurely thou wer't born to reign, 
To love, and to be lov'd again, 
For ſurely, &c. th 40/7 


CELIA. 


If Celia could once more believe, 
Damon, like Thyrſss, would deceive : 
And yet, methinks, it cannot be ; 
There muſt be Faith and Truth in thee, 
There muſt, Sec. | | | 
Truft me, thy Celia feels thy Pain, 

And wiſhes ſhe could love again, 

Truk alt mc, Sc. 


DAM ON, 
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DAKHON.: f ; 


Why, then, thefe-Feats that rack thy Breafh} T 
Say that thou wilt, and I am bleft ; 1941 
Bur, if my Vows ſuccefslets. prove, 
Damon ſhall bid adicu ro Love, | 
Damon ſhall bid adieu ta Lose nas dal 

Like thee, reſolve to quit the Plain, 44 
And never, never love again; 

Like thee, reſolve to quit the Plain, 

And never, never love again. i kak 


"XL q | r 4 x37 nl 


5 1 unt! 

AP the Man whoſe With and Care 
A few paternal Acres bond; "41% #3 4 
Content to breathe his native Air r 

In his ewn Ground. e 


| | "Y + 
Whoſe Herds with Milk, whoſe Fields with Bread, 
Whoſe Flocks ſupply. him with Artire; _ ; - 
Whoſe Trees in Summer yield him Shade, _ 
In Winter Fire | 


Bleft, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, Days and Years, flide ſoft away; 
In Health of Body, Peace of Mind, 


Quiet by Day: 


Sound Sleep by Night, Study and Eaſe 
| Together mix'd, ſweet Recreation; 
And » which moſt doth pleaſe, 
With Meditation, 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown; 
Thus unlamented let me diem 
Steal from the World, and not a Stone 
Tell where T lie. & 
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USTC has Pow'r to melt the Soul; 
By Beauty Nature's ſway'd ; 
Each can thę Univerſe comroul, 
Without the other's Aid ; 
Each can the Univerſe controul, 
Without the other's Aid. 
But bene t ether both appear, 
And — united try; = 
Mufic enchants the lift Ear, 
And Beauty charms the Eye ; 


Malic enchants, &c. 
What Crveley theſe Pow s to join! 
Tueſe Tranſports who can — I 


Oh! let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair 
On; ler rhe Sound be lefs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair 


$ONG cxnu. 


HEN Damon firſt my Eyes beheld, ' 
My Heart with ſecret Tranſport thrill d, 
And pit-a pat it went: a 
- Young, artleſs, innocent and ſhy, 
So une xperĩenced was I, 
1 wonder'd what it meant. 


Whene'er I met him on the Plain, 
He'd kiſs me, figh, and kiſs again, 
And ſwecreſt Tales invent: 
And then he'd tell me he muſt die, 
But, as I ſaw no Danger nigh, 
I wonder'd what he meant. 
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To Nymphs, v hom Years had wifer made, 
I told the tender Things he faid, pk 
And of his ſad Com aint: Sz BS 12 bl 


" 


Full well the render Things they knew, _ 3 
For they, like me, had heard them too. 
Nor wonder d what they meant. © © 


They anſwer'd, Love had touch d my Heart, 

That Damon, by his Sex's Art, by Ke 
Might cauſe me to repent; —_ 

And that I ſhould defire the Swain 

To tell me, when we met again, | 
If he ro wed me meant? 


Rejoic'd, fuch Advice to find. 
I rrip'd, to ſer him know m Mind, A * 
Acroſs the Mead intent: ed ae 
I told him, did he not deſign . _. 
With me in Hymen's Bands to join, _ 
I wonder'd what he meant. a 1 3 
i 


1 


The Youth, whoſe Love was aw'd by Fear, nid 
Grew raptur'd, {ſuch fweer Sounds ro hear: 
Straight to the Church we went. 
How wiſe we all by Marriage gro- 
Thoꝰ fooliſh once, yet . 
I know what Damon meant. 


8 « 


SONG CXIII. 


S late by Fhame;'s verdant Side, 
With ſolitary penſive Air, 

air Chloe ſearch'd the ſilver Tide, 

With pleaſing Hope and patient Care: 

Forth as ſhe caſt the ſilken Fly, | HP 
And muſing ſtroll'd the Bank along 


- 
0 


She thought no liffning Far was nigh, 8 s 
While thus ſhe tun'd ber moral Song, et 
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3 The , unha thoughtleſs Fair, 
4 Like the wate are oft undonc; 
Tuheſe with 2 gilded Fly we ſagre, _ © 


Wirk gilded Flan'ry thoſe are won: 
Carcleſs like them they frolick round, 
And ſportive toſs th alluring Bait: 


At length they feel the treach'rous Wound, 
And e to be free, too late. 


Bu:, ah! fair Fools, beneath this Shew 

Of gaudy Colours lurks a Hook ; 
Cautious the bearded Miſchief view, 

And e'er you leap beſure to look. | 
mw —_ have ſu Wkeclg N the Shade 

uſh d forth brisk and young ; 

Aud, er bb did or ſaid, I 

Poor Chloe quite forgot her Song. p 


SONG CXIV. 
H D I, ye Swains, the happy Pow'r 
Her 


To make the Nymph I wou'd adore, 
kin ſhou'd be as Lillies fair, 

With roſy Lips and nut-brown Hair, 
With roſy Lips and nut- brown Hair; 

With Limbs well turn'd ; her Air and Mien, 
At once, both ſprightly and ſerene, 

At once, both ſprightly and ſincere; 


-  Bekde all this, a nameleſs Grace 
"Shon'd be diffus d all oer her Face. 


This for her Form : Now, for her Mind ; 


Fd have it open, gen'rous, kind, 


He void of all coquetiſh Arts, 


And vain Deſign of conq ring Hearts, 
Nor feay'd by any Views of G 

ot ſway'd by any Views of Gain, 
Nor fond of giving others Pain, 
Nor fond, Ec. l : 


„ 


_ | 
K . 


_—_— 2 . | 4 a 5 . 8 5 VF 
— | 3 
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But ſoft, tho. bright, like her on Tous 5; 3558 
Diſcreetly witty, gayly 1 wile. | - | 
I'd have her skill'd in ev V Art, 
That can enga Se 4 bo 
Know all the Sciences of Love mri 


Yer ever willing to improve, £ 

Vet ever, Sc. Mt: 2 O 

Io preſs 'the Hand and roll the Eye, | : 
And ſometimes drop an am'rous Sigh, | | 

And ſometimes. c. | 

And yet I'd have the Charmer be 

By Nature only taught, or me. 


I'd have her to ſtrict Honour ty'd, 

And yet withour one Spark of Pride ; 

In Company well dreſt and fine, 

Vet not ambicious to outſhine, 

Yet not, &c. 

In private always neat and clean, 

And quite a Stranger to the Spleen ; 

And quite, Ec. — 
Well pleas d to grace the Park or Play, 
And lometimes dance the Night away. 


SONG CXV. N 


by — E Colin's bleſt — 

as be witch d my young Heart, 

And truſt me, there's Place for none other : 

Should he once ceaſe. ro wooe, - BR. 

What muſt ſcorn'd Molly do? % 
For there's not in the World ſuch another, Fog 
For there's not in the World ſuch another, ._ 


No Lad on the Plain 
Sure can pipe like my-Swain 3 
| bo ſwcccly d carol no orkut? * 


_ 5 The MUSPS Foley, c. 


Oh! how oft in the Vale 


© Have I heard his ſoft Tale? 


By Moon-light he'll, tell me another, 
By Moon-lig bt, c. 5 


Wit, Beauty, and Truth, 
All be- deck rhe dear Youth : 
Perſuade me my Love not to ſmother : 
He has Riches in Store ; 
Yet he courts me, tho : 
He ſwears that he doats on no _ 
He ſwear Sz See. 


Shou'd he chance to proclaim 
To the Shepherds his Flame, 
They'll envy and make a great Pother : 


Let — m iſe or rail, 
All their wy == 111 fail; 


In ſpite, I will think of no other, 
In ſpite, Spc. 


To the Church on the Brow 
Once he pointed, I vow ; 
With Kiſſes me almoſt did boats: : 
Not a Word could I ſay, | 
But I long for the Day ; 
He'll marry me one Time or other, 
He'll marry me one Time or other. 


SONG CXVI. 


| Wen flow'ry Meadows deck the Year, 


And — þ Lambkins play ; 

When ſpangled Fields renew'd appear, 
And Muſick wak d the Day: 

Then did my Chloe leave her Bow" * 

To hear my am'rous La 

Warm'd by my Love, ſhe LIES no Pow'r 

"—_ lead her Heart aftray 


m_— 
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The warbling Choirs from ev'ry Bough 
Surround our Couch in Throngs, 
And all their 2 * beftow + 
To give us Chan Songs : 
Ante, of Delight — „ =P 
bleſt, then hug d my Maid: | 
I robb'd the Kiſſes from her Breaft, a2 if 
Sweet as a noon-day Shade. 


Such Joy, tranſporting, never fails 
To fly away as Air; 4 
Another Swain with her 
To be as falſe as fair: 
What can my fatal Paſſion cure? 
Fil never wooe again; wy 
All her Diſdain I muſt cadure, : 
Adoring her in vain. 


ils 


so NG CXVIL 


Choir of bright Beauties in Spring did appear © 
A Fecher: ay Lady, to govern the Year: _ I 
the Nymphs were in white, and the Shepherds iu 


cen; «+ | 1 
The Garland was and Phillis was Queen 
But Phillis refas'd it, and, fighing, did fay, © © 

Fl not wear a Garland while Pas is away, © 4 

I'll not wear a Garland while Pax is away. © © 
While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from the Shore, | 
The Graces are baniſh'd, and Love is no moro . © 


* 


The ſoft God of Pleaſure, that warm'd our Defires, 
Has broken his Bow, and extinguiſh'd his Fires, 


a "_ r. and his Mother will mourn 1 

ill Pan and fair Syrinx in Triumph return, 2 
Till Pan, &c. ES. 8 
| OR  Forbear 


— — 1 &. & 
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R . 


Forbear your Addreſſes, and court us no more, 

For we will perform what the Deity ſwore; 

But if you dare think of deſerving our Charms, - 

Away with your Sheephooks, and take te your Arms: 

Then Laurels and Myrtles your Brows ſhall adorn, 
When Pan and fair Syrinx in Triumph return, 

When Pas and fair Syrinx in Triumph return. 


SONG xv. 


OUNG Colin ſought my Heart o vin, 
And woo'd as Lovers wooe ; 
1. _ 'd in all our Sex's Art, 
Did juſt as Maidens do: 
W hatc'er he'd gh, Foe er he'd vow, 
I'd ſtudy to be ſhy at, 
And — he pre ſs d his Fate o know, 
Twas prithee, Fool, be quiet, 
Twas prithee, Fool, be quiet. 


| Month after Mouth of ac rous Pain, > Oy 4 

r Fuſs-; = ws 
M. if, you know, one loves a Swain, 

is wrong to ſay one does 

He told me, : Paſſion end or ve | 

Without more pleaſing 

ei gire, 

— 8 ꝗ— prithee, Fool, be quiet? 


2 * But prithee, Fool, de quiet: 


At lengeh he made a bold Eſſay, 
ns "al 
my t | 
Cella be my Bride. WEI + 
| Cement C be wou's here tear'd me fil, 
I cou'd not well deny it 
4 0 now, believe me, . I will, 


1+ Þ make the Fool be quiet, 


I make the Fool be quiet. SONG 


# pe 
* „ 
f * 
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ou all ye young Spirits of lively Addreſs, 

Ye Arts that can Joy and Good-Humour expreſs 
Come all the —_—_— chat Ovid * 
To ſweeten my in my Wit; ä | 
For theſe are all Ro Hawe x en * 
Since Chloe, wy pretty, is witty as fair, ; 


| 
1 


wy Flatt'ry not her Boſom to wore, 
he'll ſee thro the Fraud, and perceive it from Love; 
Her Wir is fo ready, her Judgment ſo clear, 


With a Look ſhe diſcovers the Falſe from Sincere, / 
Tis Wiſdom and Truth then my Flame muff N 
Since © LOG, tho' pretty, is witty as fair, 


SONG k.. 


WO Ears at a Time are too many for Uſe, 4 
When they're only the Inlet of Strife; - 
Bur = they are found who, tho' wiſe, would refuſe ©” © 
gef! the fair Organs of Life 33 
Ye Flr ſometimes of Advantage | is found, 
Misfortunes may turn to a Bleſſi 2 
e 


For when Nonſen diſtracts, or when Tumults * 
round, = 
They chen loſe the Pow'r of diſtrefmnmn. 
Hence I wiſely am taught to be deaf of one Br - 2 
While the ocher for Uſe I employ ; on ; 
Oze Gate I ſhut up againſt Trouble and Care, 
And the other Lees open for Joy > 
When my Conſort begins her loud Windyipe to clear, | 
With a Peal. would the World rend alunders,, Ih 
Serenely I fir, and I cock my deaf Ear, " {6 
Vamor'd midſt the Roar of the Thunder. - "mW $ 


| {tat » | 
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Tocher Day comes a Dun, with, good Sir! you well 


What 1 ſpeak louder a litile 
You know, Sir, you borrow'd three Twelve-Months 


—— 715 ng: $ 
Alas, Friend, I can't hear a Tittle : 5 
You owe me Ten Pounds, then louder he cries, 
And repeats it as firong as he can; 
= JI point to my Ears, and lift up my Eyes, 
7% Till he hardly can think me the Man. 


I, as grave as a Don, cry, my Hearing's quite loft ; 
my —_— ſays he, too, I fear: | 
Pox on him, tis Folly to talk to a Poſt, 
So he leaves me as mad as a Hare: "SY" 
Thus my Life, Night and Day, in ſoft Indolence flows: 
Scolding, Dunning, nor Brawling I fear : 


Te marry'd Men all, as ye wiſh for Repoſe, 
Be ſure to be deaf of one Ear. 


„ 
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SONG OXXL 


S I on purple Tap'ftry lay, 

—4 And ſlept the tedious Night aways 
| Well-warm'd wichin * 

= With ſparkling Wine, 
I ſcem'd with Virgins brisk as }/ 
To dance, and ſing, and wanton 


The Shepherds all together flew, ö 
And cnvious glanc'd, and look'd askew ; a 
And ev'ry Swain | 8 
Upon the Plain | 
Both erivy'd and repreach'd me too, | 
That I with Virgins had to do, | | 


. 
» * - R 
r An 
1 
- : f 


Y- 


An am'rous Kiſs I would have talen; 
Bur, waking, found my Hopes were van ; 
Then curs'd the Day, 
W boſe glaring Ray ö 
Bercav'd me of io ſweet a Pain; 
Then ſtrove to ſleep and dream again. 


SONG cxxII. 


AIR is the Swan, the Ermine white, 
And fair the Lilly of the Vale; 
Ihe Moon, reſplendent Queen of Night, 
And Snows that drive before the Gale: 
In Fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fairer is my //abel. 


Sweet is the VYlet, ſweet the Roſe, : 
And ſweet the Morning Breath of May; 
Carnations rich their Sweets diſcloſe, 
And the ſweet winding Wood bines ſtray: 
In Sweetneſs theſe the reſt excalh 
But ſweeter is my Iſabel. 


Conftant the Poets call the Dove, 
And amyrous they the Sparrow call; 
Fond is the Sky-Lark of his Love, 
And fond the feather'd Lovers all: 
In Fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Jabel. 


SONG CXXIII. 


Shade, 
The Primroſes preſſing, reclin'd a fair Maid; 
She por 'd o'er the Stream that limp'd idly alon 
Well pleas'd, ſaw herſelf, and thus tun'd her fo 


wy 
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a” 


Tho 


N a Brook's graſſy Brink, in the Willow's cool 


F Song, 
Well pleas'd, ſaw herſelf, and thus tun'd her ſoft dong. 


* 


* 


u The MUSES. Ende, Ne. 


* Tho' the Squire's fine Sweetheart ſhould look in the 


" , Stream 
If the Cryfta) tells trul , more comely I ſeem : 
What's the Daiſy, the Peach, or the Strawberry Dye? 


With white and red blooming, more comely am I; 
With white, Ec. | 


As oft thro' the Church-Yard on Sunday I tread, 

While gaping Louts grinning o'er Tomb-Stones are 
ſpread, | | | 

With Rapcures they praiſe me; I keep on my Way, 

And, down-Jaoking, ſeem not to hear what they ſay; 

And, down-looking, Ec. 


Each kneeling Swain loudly proteſts I am fair; 

Yet none can delight me, till Strephon I hear: 

Speed your Search, ye ſhrill Songſters, till Strephon 
ye ſee | 

Then tell him he's ftay'd for, he's ſtay d for by me; 

Then tell him he's ſtayd for, he's ſtay'd for by me. 


SONG CXXIV. 


Mary! ſoft in Feature 
I've been at dear Vauxhall ; 

No Paradiſe is ſweeter, 

Nat that they Eden call : 
At Night ſuch new Vagaries, 

Such gay and barmleſs Sport, 
All look'd like giant Fairies, 

And this their Monarch's Court, 


Mcthooghts when firſt I enter d, 
Such Splendor round me ſhone, 0 
Into a World I ventur'd, 

Where roſe another Sun; 
Whilſt Muſick, never cloying, 

As Sky-larks ſweet I hear ; 

e Sounds I'm ſtill enjoy ing; 
They 'I always ſooth my Ear. Here 


3 
the MUSES Holiday, 
Here Paintings, ſweetly glowing, 
Where'er our Glances fall; 
Here Colours, Life beſtowing, 
Bedeck this Greenwood-Hall : 
The King there dubs a Farmer ; 
There John his Doxey loves; | | 
But my Delight's the Charmer I 
Wbo ſteals a Pair of Gloves *. | 2 


&c. 123 


As, ſtill amaz'd, I'm ſtray ing | — 
O'er this enchanted Grove, 

I ſpy a Harper | playing 

All in his proud Alcove : 
I doff my Hat, deſiring 

He'd tune up buxom Joan ; 
But, what was I'admiring? - | 
Adzzooks, a Man of Stone. 5 


But now, the Tables ſpreading, 
They all fall to Hic Give 

Not een at Squire fine Wedding 
Such Dainties did I fee : 

I long'd (poor ftarveling Rover ;) 
Bur none heed Country Elves : 

Theſe Folk, with Lace daub'd over, 
Love only dear themſelves. 


Thus, whilſt mid Joys abounding, 
As Graſshoppers they're gay; 
At Diſtance, Crowds furrounding 

The Lady of the May 6: 1 
L 2 : The 

* Alluding o three Pictures in the Pavillions, viz. the 
King and Miller of Mansfield, the Sailor in a Tippling- 
Houſe in Wapping, and the Girl who is ſtealing a Kiſs 
from the ſleeping Gentleman. 7 
0 = Rd th Statue. "TT + wat th bog 

er Royal Highneſs the Princeſs of- es, [iti 

under 2 ſplendid Pavillion. F | * 
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The Man i' th* Moon peep'd lily, 

Soft twinkling thro” the Trees, 
As tho* *twould pleaſe him highly 

To taſte Delights like theſe, 


„ , "SONG cxxv. 
\ROM tyrant Laws and Cuſtoms free, 
Me follow fweer Variety 
By Turns we drink, and dance, and fing, 
Love for ever on the Wing. c 
Why ſhould piggard Rutes controul 
Tranſports of the jovial Soul ? 

No dull ſtiming Hour we own; 

Pleaſure counts our Time alone. 


SONG CXXVL 


AREWEL, ye green Fields and ſweet Groves, 
Where Strephon engagd my poor Heart ; 

W here Nightingales warble their Throats, 

And Nature is dreſs d without Art: 
No Pleaſure they now can afford, 

Nor Muſic can lull me to Reſt; | 
For Stre2hon proves falſe to his Word, 

And Phillis can never be bleſt. 


Oft times, by the Side of a Spring, 
Where Roſes and Lillies apppear ; 
Gay Strephon of Phillis would fing ; 
For Phillis was all he held dear: 
: So ſoon as he found, by my Eyes, 
# The Paſſion that glow'd in my Breaſti 
2 He then, to my Grief and Surprize, 
A Prov'd all he bad ſaid was a JcR. 


'Y Too ſoon, to my Sorrow, I find, 

i: The Beauties alone that will laſt 

1 Are thoſe that are fix d in the Mind, 
Which Envy, nor Time, cannot blaſt: 


Ne MUSE S Hhhtdsy,” *r iy, 


Beware then, ye Fair, how ye truſt 
The Fool, who to Love makes Pretence; 
For Strephon to me had beck ut, 
If Nature had bleft him with Senfe. 


SON G cxxvn. 


N? R on Beds of fading Flqw'rs, 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy Pride ; 
Nor with Swains A Siren Bow'rs, 
Will true Pleaſure long refide : 
On awful Virtue's Hill ſublime 
Enthroned firs th' immortal Fair; 
Who wins her Height muft patient climb ; 
The Steps are Peril, Toil and Care ; 
So, from the firſt, did Fove ordain 
Ecernal Bliſs * krunſient Pain. 


8 O NG CXXVIII. 


OW lighter and gayer, ye tinkling Strings, 
ſound ; 
Light, light in the Air, ye nimble Nymphs, bound ; 
Now, now, with quick Feet, the Ground beat, bea's 
beat; 
Now, _ with quick Feet, the Ground bear, beats 
rs 
Now cold, and denying ; 
Now kind, and complying ; 
Conſenting, repenting, 
Diſdaining, complaining, 


Indiff rence now feigning : 
Again, with quick Feet, the Ground beat, beat, beat. 


SONG CXXIX. 


yo UNG Colin ſought my Heart to gain; 2 
The Shepherd, loft in Love, 
Each Morn he me on the Plain, 


Each Noon within the Grove; my 
"5 ce Tet 


* 


_* Yer my Denial fill was this, 
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Pſhaw ! Man, I can't endure you ; 

And if he offer'd but to kiſs, 22 
Such Rudeneſs Il aſſure you, I'll aſſure you, 
Such Rudeneſs —IIl aſſure you. | 


For twenty Youths, not he alone, 
The am'rous Flame confeſt ; | 
Ard, had I once been kind to one, 

I'm ſure I'd loſt the reft : | 
Beſide, he us'd no pretty Arts, 

Bur ſagely wou'd allure me ; | 
While others talk'd of Flames and Darts 

'Twas pretty—Fll aſſure ye, 

"Twas pretty, c. 


My Face, my Form, were prais'd aloud ; 
My Wit new Conqueſts fir'd ; 
And twas enough to make one proud, 
Too be ſo much admir'd : 
At length, Reflection ſhew'd the Fate 
Such Flatt'ry might procure me, 
And Virtue warn'd ro ſhun the Bait, 
Nor vainly—I'Il aſſure ye, 
Nor vainly, &c. 


I bid the fighing Train depart ; 
This Maxim pleas'd to om 
That Flatt'ry fills the ſenſual Heart, 
But Truth the Heart of Love: 
Young Colin, wont in vain to plead, 

Of Vanity to cure me; 


E. : Now woo'd again, and now indeed 


I lov'd bim I'll affure ye, 
I lov'd him, Ec. 


I blam'd myſclf, ſach Scorn to bear 
To Merit, now ſoclear: 
By my Example, learn, ye Fair, 
To prize the Youth ſincere ; 
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We inftant join'd the nuptual Tye, 
He raptur'd to enſure me; 
And, truſt me, Damſels, when you try, - . 
_ *Twill charm you—T'Il aſſure you, 2 
"Twill charm you—T'll affure you. 


SONG CXXX. 


WEET Echo, ſweeteſt Nymph, that liv'ſt, unſeen, 
Within thy airy Cell, F1 
By flow Meander's Margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd Vale, 
Where the love-lorn Nightingale, | 
Nightly, to thee her ſad Song mourneth well; 
Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle Pair, | 
That likeft thy Narciſſus are? 
Oh ! if thou have | 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry Cave 
Tell me but where, | 
Sweet Queen of Parley, Daughter of the Sphere ; 
So may ſt thou be tranflared to the Skies 
And give reſounding Grace to all Heav'n's Harmonies. 


SONG CXXXL = 


OME, come, bid adicu to Fear, 
Love and Harmony live here: 
No domeftic jealous Jars, 
Buzzing Slanders, wordy Wars, 
In my Preſence will appear : 
Love and Harmony reign here. 


Sighs to am'rous Sighs returning, 
Pulſes beãtiag, Boſoms burning; 
Boſoms with warm Wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe Wiſhes wanting, 2 
Are the only Tumults here, bh 
All the Woes you need to fear: | 
Love and Harmony reign here. 


e | SONG 
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But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt Pains, 


* * The World, Sc. 3 


No Harm, Ec. 


— 


oy 


SONG CXXXI. 
CORYDON and PHOEBE. 
A DIALOGUE. 


"CORTI DON 


ELL met, deareſt Phohe : Ah ! why in ſuch 


Haſte ? 
The Woods and the Meadows all Day have I trac'd, 
In Search of my Fair One : Then nothing remains, 


But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt Pains. 


PHOEBE. 


Why! how now, bold Coryden ! what do you mean: 
Shou'd a Damſel, like me, juſt turn'd of Nineteen, 
Be ſeen all alone with a Man ? I'm afraid 

The World wou'd ſoon think me no lenger a Maid, 


CORT DON 


Let em think as they pleaſe, twill prove all a Lye; 
You are not alone, hor chafte Cynthia is by: 

She'll judge of your Actions, then drive away Fear; 
No Harm is intended to Phæbe I ſwear, | 


| PHOEBE. 
No, no, ſubtle Swain, you may ſay what you will, 
Kneel, lye, ſwear, and flatter, an try all your Skill, 
— - — be — bp _— you to know, 

ic a Virgin; ſo pray let me 
Fll die, Sc. e, * 


CORYDON 
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CORYDON. 


Why, Phoebe, ſuch Thoughts I ne'er had in my Head; 
I mcant but to know if To-morrow you'd wed ? 

Bur, fince you won't hear me, I'll bid you adieu, 

And find out ſome other that's kinder chan you, 

And find, Oc. 


PH OEB E. 


Return, gentle Shepherd, a few Moments ſtay, 

Il venture to yield, if you mean as — : | 

Let 3 then come, at the Ch you ſhall 
nd 

That ſhe you think cruel yet fill may be kind, 

That ſhe, Src. | | 5 


Born. 


O Phæbus ! vouchſafe to accept of our Boon, 

Make haſte to expel the pale glimmering Moon 
And when thy bright Face ſhall appear in the Sky, 
With Rapture we'll haften the dear nuptial Tye, 
With Rapture we'll haſten the dear nuptial Tye, - 


SONG CXXXIII. 


A on the pleaſant Banks of Tweed 
Young ockey won my Heart; 

None tun d ſo ſweet his oaten Reed; 
None ſung with ſo much Art: 

His skilful Tale 2 

Did ſoon prevail 282 
To make me fondly love him ; 

But now he hies, 

Nor heeds my Cries : 
I wov'd I nc'er had ſeen him. 


" 
— 
+ 
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When firſt we met, the bontty Swain 
Of nought but Love cou'd fay : 
Oh ! give, he cry'd, my Heart again ; 
You've ftole my Heart away ; 
Or elſe incline 
Jo give me thine, 
And Tl together join em: 
My faithful Heart | 
Will never part: 
Ah! why did I believe him? 


Not now my {lighted Face he knows, 
His ſoon forgotten Dear; 
To wealthier Laſs, o'erjoy'd, he goes, 
To breathe his Falſehood there: 
Miſtaken Kate, | 
44 The Swain's a Cheat; 
Not for a Moment truft him: 
Por ſhining Gold 
== . He's bought and fold: - 
I wou'd I had not ſeen him. 


Then, al ye Maidens, fly the Swain, 
* wag, — — a 
ou, like me, maſt ſoon complain; 
Like me muſt be undone : 2 
But Peace, my Breaſt, 
Nb rey le 4 ge him 
5. ; clean to for : 
I ſoon Mall ſee | 
As good as he: 
I wiſh I ne' er had ſeen him, 


1 SONG cxxxiv. 


SSIST me, all ye tuneful Nine, 
With Numbers ſoft and witty : 
I inſcribe the Line; 
Then raiſe my humble Ditry : - 


* 
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To Beſy I inſcribe the Line; 

Then raiſe my humble Ditty. 
Catch, catch, ye Groves, the am'rous Song ; - 
And, as ye waft the Sound along, 
Arrend, ye lift'ning ſplvan Throngs, 

To praiſe my charming Beſſy, 

My lovely charming Beſfy. 


Let others ſing the cruel Fair, 
Who glories in undoing, 
And proudly bids the Wretch deſpair, 
Rejoicing in his Ruin, 
And proudly, c. 
Such haughty Tyrants I deteſt; 
And let me ſcorn them, while I reſt 
Upon thy gently-ſwelling Breaſt, 
My lovely charming Beſy, 
hly lovely, Oe. 


The Roſe Pll pluck, to deck her Head, 
The Vt ler, and the Panſy; 

The Cowſlip too ſhall quit the Mead, | 
To aid my am'rous Fancy, - >; 2} nag 
TR 2 os * | 

e rant diſters 0 rae pring, ; 2 
Who e your Sweets on Zephyr „ 
Around my Fair your Odaurs fling, - "#2: = 

Around my charming BH "ings. © » 

Around, &c. of 7 LI 
When Ev'ning dapples o'er the Skies, 

The Sun no longer burning, 
Methinks I ſee babes my Eyes 

Thy well-known Form returning ; | 
Methinks I ſee before my Eyes 4 A 

Thy well-known Form returning, ; 
— Hill ar Dale, by Wood or Stream, 5 4 

Thou art alone my conflant Theme, 0 | 


3 Wiſh, my morning Dream, r 
hou lovely charming Beſy, 


Thou lovely charming Beſſ.  $ONG 
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SONG CXXXV. | 


E chearful Virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Ayrtilla paſs the Green, 
To Roſe or J]cſs'mine Bow'r ? 
To Roſe or [eſs mine Bow'r ? 
Where does ſhe ſeek the Woodbine Shade ? 
For ſure ye know the blooming Maid, 
Sweet as the May born Flow r, 
| Sweet as the May born Flow'r. 


Her Checks are like the maiden Roſe 
Join'd with the Lilly as it grows, 
Where each in Sweetneſs vie, 
Where each in Sweetneſs vie; 
Like Dew-Drops glitt'ring in the Morn, 
When Phebus gilds the flow'ring Thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her Eye, 
Health ſparkles in her Eye. 


Her Song is like the Linnet's Lay, 
That warbles chearful on the Spray 
To hail the vernal Beam, 
To hail the vernal Beam : 
Her Heart is blither than her Song; 
Her Paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream, 
Like the ſmooth-glidipg Stream. 


SONG cxxxvi 


FE Nymphs, who to the Throne of Love 
F 2 — bow ; 
| pe the mutual Blils co 

That crowns the nuptial — 2 5; 
That crowns the nuptial Voy : 


* 
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Thro' Caution's Glaſs, by Reaſon lent, | 
Oh! view your Lovers clearly, 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The Man that loves ol . 
Nor think to wed, till that pre 
The Man that loves you dearly, 
The Man that loves you dearly. 


Still blind ro Wiſdom's Ray, the Rake 
No ſocial Bliſs allows ; | 

And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A good-for-nothing Spouſe, 
A good-for-nothing Spouſe : 

Nor truſt the Fop, tho' piteous Sighs 
Proclaim you've touch'd him clearly ; 

His own ſweet Charms too much he'll prize, 
Nor can he love you dearly ; 

His own, Sc. 


But when, with ev'ry manly Grace, | - 
A Youth, of Soul refin'd, : 5 
Who, doating on your Form and Face, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind, 
Thinks brighter fill your Mind: 
When ſuch ſhall for the Favour ſue, 
Oh! yield your Hand fincerely, 
And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 
To Life's laſt Moment, dearly ; | 
And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 
To Life's laſt Moment, dearly, | 
To Life's laſt Moment, dearly. 


SONG CXXXVIL 


V*RY Nymph and Shepherd, bri 
E Tributes to the Queen of May DOM „ 
e for her Brows the Spring; > 

Make her as the Seaſon gay, 


—_ 


Teach 


„ 1 
* 
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> Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
How to uſe the flectivg Hour, 
Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour. 


Now the fair Narciſſus blows, 
With his Sweerneſs now delights : 
By his Side, the maiden Roſe 
With her artleſs Bluſh invites, 
With her, Ec. 
Such, ſo fragrant and ſo gay, 
Is the blooming Queen of May; 
Such, ſo fragrant, Ec. 


Soon the fair Narciſſus dies, 
Soon he droops his languid Head; 
From the Roſe her Purple flies, 
None inviting to her Bed, 
None, Sec. 
Such, tho' now ſo ſweet and gay, 
Soon ſhall be the Queen of May ; 
Such, tho' now, Oc. 


Thoꝰ thou art a rural Queen, ä 
By the Suffrage of the Swains ; 
Beauty, like the vernal Green, 
In thy Shrine not long remains, 
- In thy Shrine not long remains : 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the Vouth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth; 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the Youth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth, 


SONG CXXXVIII. 


B* the dew-beſprinkled Roſe ; 
By the Blackbird, piping clear ; 
By the weſtern Gale, that blows 
Fragrance on the vernal Year ; 


Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain. 


By the Cowſlip, clad in Gold; 
By the filver Lilly's Light ; 
By thoſe Meads, where you behold 
Nature rob'd in green and white ; 
Hear, Amanda, hear th Swain, 
And to his Sighs, oh! ſigh again; 
Hear, Sc. * 


By the Riv'let's rambling Race; 
By the Muſic that it makes ; 
By bright S's inverted Face, 
"Who for the Stream his Sky forſakes : 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And into Joy convert his Pain; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And into Joy convert his Pain. 


SONG CXXXIX. 
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PHILANDER and STI 774 
A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 


PHILANDER. 


Ill leave my Flock to frolick free, 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee, 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee. 


SYLPF I 4. 


What if thy Flock thou'd leave the Plain, 
While Tray is fleeping ome Swain? 
E 2 


Bloſſoms deck each verdant Spray, 
And Flora breathes the Sweets of 1 


Would: 


P 
oy 
P 
2 
. 
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Wov]d'ft thou not think the Minutes dear, 
And rail at me that kept thee here ? 

And rail, Sc. 


PHILANDER. 


Firft ſhall the Lark forget his Note, 
The Linnet top his liquid Throat. 


L STEV IA 


So oft you game, ſome Shepherds ſay, 
And only jeft, when ye betray, 
And only, Sc. | . p 


Deck but your __— Truth alone, 
My Virgin Heart ſhall be your own. 
PHILANDER,,, 


The Turtle ſhall forſake bis Love, 
Er I to thee iuconſtant prove, 


Eer I, Sc. 
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Born, 


When Beauty opens all her Charms, 
And Honour flies to Beauty's Arms, 

Sweet Peace and Love take up their Crown, 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne, 

And Virtue then aſcends her Throne. 


SONG CXL. 


 F NEASE Cupid, ceaſe thy fond Alarms, 
For I am ſafe from future Harms; 
My Heart, once free, ſhall ne er again 
Or feel Love's Pleaſure, 
Or feel Love's Pleaſure, or its Pain: 
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No, from this Day, this very Hour, 

* a Rebel wa Power C2 

Since Truth and Honour cannot move, 


What, what have I to do with Love? 
What, what have I to do with Love ? 


A Nymph more fair I nc'er ſhall find 
Than lovely, faithleſs Roſalind - 
Beware, ye Swains, nor truſt your Eyes, 
The Wretch who gazes ſurely dies: 

No Swain could vie in Bliſs with me; 
No Nymph e'er ſeem'd more fond than ſhe, 2 
Who vow'd by each dread Pow'r above 
Then what had I to do but love: 
Then what, &e. 


But when ſhe found I hug'd my Chain, 
Nor wiſh'd for Liberty again, X 
She bid me all my Hopes give o'er, 

And think of-her and Love no more : 
Say then, if ſhe no longer deign 

To hear my Vows, or ſooth my Pain; 
If ſhe no more my Verſe approve, 
What, what have I to do with Lore? 

W hat, what, See. 


Henceforth adieu, ye treach'rous Fair ; 
To Scenes far diſtant III repair; 

In deſart Plains, and Foreſts rude, 

Til court my Miſtreſs, Solitude: 

No more ſhall faithleſs Woman's Art 
Inſnare my fond believing Heart; 

Like Nature's Son, at large III rove, 
And have no more to do with Love, 
And have no more to do with Love. 
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And return to his Phabe at Night,” 
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SONG CXLL. 


ERE the mine ſweetens the Bow'r, 
And Con ſlips adorn the gay e. 
The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene ; 
The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighte the Scene ; 
In a Cottage, retir'd, there live 
Young Colin and Phæbe the fair; 
The Bleſſings each other receive 
In mutual Enjoy ments they ſhare, 
The Bleſſings — other receive 
In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare ; 
And the Lads and the Laſſes, that wel on the Plain, 
Sing in Praiſe of fair Phœbe, and Colin her Swain. 


The Sweets of Contentment fupply 
The Splendour and Grandeur of Pride; 
No Wants can the Shepherd annoy, 
While bleft with his 'deauriful ride . 
No Wants, Sc. „ 
He wiſhes no greater Delight 
Than to tend on the Lambkins by Day, 4 
His innocent Toll to repay ; 
And the Lay i the La — 
And tbe tell t 5 in to il, 
They're as conſtant as Colin, oe nes In the Date. 


If delighted her Eover appears, 
The Fair One partakes of his Bliſs.; 
If dejected, ſhe ſooths all his Cares, 
And heals all his Pains with a Kiſs; 


If dejected, Sc. 


The MUS ES Holiday, Ke. 8 


She de ſpiſes the artful Deceit, 
Thar js practis d in City and Court; 
Thinks Happineſs no- where compleat, > 1 
But where Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort ; yore: 
Thinks Happineſs, Oc. 3 
And the Lal tell the Laſſes they die in Deſpair, 
Unleſs they are as kind as Phœbe the fair. 


Ye Youths, who re accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent Fair One —_— 
No longer be faithleſs in Love; ' 
The Dictates of Honour obey : A 
No longer be faithleſs in Love ; 
The Dictates of Honour obey : 
Ye Nymphs, who with Beauty are —__ 
Wich Virtue improve cv'ry Grace; 
The Charms of the Mind, when poſſell, | 
Will dignify thoſe. of the — „ waar 
The Charms of the Mind, when poſleſt, | 
Will dignify thoſe of the Face: 
And ye Lads and ye Laſſes, whom Hymen has POY 
Like * be conflant ; like Phoebe, be kind. 


s O NG cxLII. 


OME hicher, come hither, ye languifhing cones 
dr sa Balm that will cure, and relieve all your 
ains, 
Here's a Balm that will cure, and relieve all your Pains: 
To the Fountain of Pleaſure, in Raptures, reſort ; 
"Tis the Summons of Humour to Comus's Court, 
*Tis the Summons of Humour to Comuss Court: 
_ 'Tis Gomus-invites ; then the Summons obey; © 
Awhile leaye your Cares, and to Plcaſure away : 
"Tis Comus invites; then the Summons obey ; 
Awhile leave your Cares, and to Pleaſure away. 


Here Phbo&bys ſhall fi ing, and old Momus ſhall laugh, 
2 = 2 of Nectar brave Bacchus ſhall Ley 
is Bottle, Er. yt : 

f "When 
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When Time, honeſt Time, for awhile ſhall be ſtill, 
And fit down like a Soul till he tipples his Fill, 
And fir down, Oc. EY, 

Nor Care nor Miſtruſt ſhall intrude on our Joys; 
For tis Comms invites; then away my brave Boys; 
For tis Comms, &c. : 


Should Loſſes or Crofles perplex ye, be ſure T4 
Ply the Glaſs briskly round, for Misfortunes a Cure, 
Ply the Glaſs, Sc. | 
LEſculapius of old had Recourſe to the Bowl, | 
And the Doctor, you know, was a ſpecial good Soul, 
And the Doctor, Oc. | 

'S While Health, roſy Health, fills the Bumpers. around, 
For without em he ſwears there's no Bliſs.to be found, 
For without em, Sec. | ; 


Then away, ye brave Fellows, bo Clmes's Shrine, 
Where Friendſhip and Humour inceflantly join, 
Where Friendſhip and Humour inceflantly join ; 
Where Freedom and Mirth with the Bottle unite, 
To beguile all your Care, and with Rapture delight, 
T To beguile all your Care, and with Rapture delight: 
= Then hark to the Call, and no longer delay; 
Por tis Comus invites; to his Temple away: 
HT Then hark to the Call, and no longer delay; 
Poor tis Camus invites; to his Temple away. 


8 80 N SG CXLIIII. . 
8 blithe as the Linnet ſings in the green Wood, 
So blithe we'll wake, we'll wake the Morn, 

So blithe we'll wake, we'll wake the Morn; _ 
And, thro the wide Foreſt of merry Sera | 
2 We'll wind the bugle, bugle Horn, 
By SITY Well wind the bugle Horn. FEES 
me Sheriff attempts to take bold Robin Hood ; 
WH Bold Robin diſdains to fly, x 

Bold Robiz diſdains to fly; 
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Let him come when he will, win we PONY 
Or vanquiſh, Boys, or die, | 
Or vanquiſh, Boys, or dic. 


Our Hearts they are ſtout, and our Bows 1 are < goo; 
And well their Maſter know, | 
And well their Maſter know; x 
They're cut in the Foreft of merry Serbe, 111 
And ne'er will ſpare a Foc, _ —— OE = = 
And nc'er will ſpare a Foe. 1 
Our Arrows ſhall drink of the fallow Deer s Blood ; > 
We'll hunt them o'er the Plain, .. 
We'll hunt them o'er the Plain; 700 
And, thro the wide Foreſt of merry a. 
Na Shaft ſhall fly in vain, + 
No Shaft ſhall fy in vain. gs el 


Brave Scarlet and Jobn, who were never bad, 3 
Gave each his Hand ſo bold; n >= 

8 each his Hand — 22 3 3 
e'll reign thro” the Foreſt o merry de ” 
Wha f my Hearts of Gold ? © | 
What r _ Hearts of ** 7 


8 0 N CXLIV. 


AT Numbers ſhall the Muſe repeat 7- EF 
What Verſe be found to praiſe. my Axis * 

On her ten thouſand Graces wait; old 
Each Swain admires, and 2 ſhe's boys 67 


Since firſt ſhe trod the h I 4 
She ſer each youthful Har 6s re; 25 * 1 

Exch Nymph does to her. Sen i complain, © na of 
That Annie kindles new Deſire. ox 5 

This lovely Darling, deareſt Cares. 2 nll 


This new Deli ight, this charming 450 3 | 
Like Summer's awn, ſhe's freſh. and fair, lot 
Where Flrg's fragrant Breezes fan e222 I 


* . 
Oi 4 
* #4 * 7 
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AN Day the am ru Youths convene, 
and play before her; 


—_—— 1 0 


Dr 
* 5 
=y 
—_2 
* 
ts 0 


ous they ſpe 
41 Ni ht, w wi e no more is'ſcen,, 
la bliſsfal D bey Rill adore her. 


A 
He look'd, K | 
His 1 A Seh expreſs d his Flame; 
rds were few, his Wiſhes 

With Smiles, the lovely Maid reply'd, 
Kind Shepherd, why ſhould 1 deceive you ? 

Alas ! your Love muſt be deny's ; | 

This deftin'd Breaft can ne er relieve ys; 


4 Young Damon came with Cupid's Art; 


—_— 


P e = 
: R 


wum trag args in - 


He ftole away my Virgin's Heart ; 
: Ceaſe, poor Amintor, ceaſe bewailing : 
„ Some brighter gg Ben find, 

IF On —— Plain the Nymphs are many; 
. Then chuſe ſome Heart tha 's uhconfin'd, 
74 And leave to Damon his own Auna. 


so R CxLy. 


OW ri is the Maid | 
Who lives a rural Life! 
Y no falſe Views betray d, 
To know domeſtic Strife: 
No Paſſion ſways her Mind, 
Or Wiſhes to bg great; 
To humble Hope confind. 
She ſhuns'the flatt ring Bait. 


| Her Soul with cold DiNain, 

Above the Pomp of Pride, 
Beholds the Rich and Vain 
1 In gilded Fetters ty d; 


His Wiles, his Smiles, his Charms beguiling ; : 


en. At hv a a oa ac 


While Titles, Wealth, and Pow'r 
The gaudy Scenes diſplay,, 
Pageants of an Houp 
In Darkneſs glide away. 


But if ſome gentle Boy 
Her faithful Boſom ſhare, 

He doubles all her Joy, 
And leſſens all her Care: 

Their Moments on the Wing 
The mutual = — 

And give perpet _ 
To Virtue, Truth, and: Loye. 


SONG. CXLVI. 


OFT Invader of my, Soul, 

Love, who can thy Pow'r controul ? 
All that haunt Earth, Air, and Sea, 

Own thy Force, and bow to thee : 

All the dear enchanting Day, 

_ _ my _— W 

All the tedious live-long Night, 

Celia ſwims before wy of ht: 

Happy, happy were the Swain, 

Who might ſuch a Prize obtain! 

Other Joys he need not prove, 


Bleſs d enough in Celia s Love. 8 12 


All that temptingly beguile, 
Sparkling Eyes, and dimpling Smile; 
Ev'ry Charm, and ev'ry Grace, 
Dwells on charming Celia's Face: 
Open, gen'rous; free from Art; 
Virtue lives within her Heart: 
Modeſty and Truth combin d, 
Suit her Perſon ta her Mind; - 


v4. : 
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Happy, ha 


There the Plowman, near at hand, 


By Cordials of Wine Love is kept from expiring ; 
7 pe and Defirin 


7 
ts | 
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were the Swain, 
Who might ſuch a Prize obtain 


Other Joys he necd not prove, 
Bleſt enough in Celia s Love. 


SONG CXLVIL 
Es me wander not unſeen 


By hedge-row Elm, or Willow green; 
ere the Plowman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land ; 


Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land: 
And the Milkmaid ſingeth blithe, 
And the Mower whets his Scythe ; 
While ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 


Under the Hawthorn in the Vale; 
While ev'ry She tells his Tale 
Under the Hawt in the Vale, 


S O NG CXLVEHL 
1 Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine in 
14 Alliance, | 
With Forces united, bid refiftleſs Defiance; 


Each Touch of her Lips makes the Wine ſparkle higher, 
And her Eyes, by her drinking, redouble their Fire, 


And her Eyes, by her drinking, redouble their Fire. 


HerCheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their Colour, 
As Flowers with ſprinkling revive with freſh Odour; 

His Dart dipp'd in Wine, Love wounds beyond curing, 
And the Liquor, like Oyl, makes the Flame more en- 


And the Liquor, like Oyl, S. 


firing, 


And our Mirth is enliven d by 
"7 | Relieving 


. \ . | * Fe | 
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Relieving each other: The Pleaſure is laſting, | 


And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a taſting, 5 


And we never, Oc. 2 


Then, Phillis, begin, Jet our Raptures abound, | 
And a Kiſs and a Glaſs be ſtill going round: T 
Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love, 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love. 


SONG CXLIX. 


8 Celadom once from his Cottage did ſtray, 
To court his dear Zug on a Hillock of Hay, 
What aukward Confuſion oppreſt the poor Swain, 
When thus he deliver'd his Paſhon in vain. 


O Toy of my Heart! and Delight of my Eyes! 
9.252 Jug: tis for thee faithful Celade? dies; - 
My Pi 'T've forſaken, tho' reckon'd ſo ſweet, 


And, fleeping or waking, thy Name I repeat. 


When Swains to an Alchouſe by Force do me lug. 
Inftead of a Pitcher, I call for a Jug; | 
And ſure you can't chide at repeating your Name? 
When the Nightingale ev'ry Night does the ſame. . 
Sweet-Jug, he a bundred Times o'er does repeat, | 
Which makes People ſay that his Voice is ſo ſweet: 
Ah! why doſt thou laugh at my ſorrowful Tale? 

Too well I'm afſur'dthat my Words won't prevail. 


For Roger, the Thatcher, poſſeſſes thy Breaſt, _ 
As he at our laſt Harveſt-Supper confeſt: A 

1 own it, ſays Fug ; he has gotten my Heart; 

His long curling Hair looks ſo pretty and ſmart. | 


His Eyes are ſo black, and his Checks are ſo red, 
They prevail more with = than all you have mer, 


: 


As. 


| 3 And frequently paid him a Vific—by Chance. 
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Tho you court me, and kiſs me, and do all you an, 


"Twill fgnify riorbing—for Reger's the Man. 
38 O 8 CL 5 
N a pleaſant rich Vale, by a ſweet cryſtal Stream, 
Reflecting new Glories to Phæbass Beam, 
here liv'd a young Shepherd, ſecluded from Care, 
And a Stranger to Vices, which Great Ones enſnare; 


He minded his Bus'neſs, he tended his Sheep, | 
And ſtill in ſome uſeful Employment would keep. 


His Pleaſure was always unmingled with Pain, 

Nor felt he the Wounds of which Lovers complain ; 

Ambition had never yet enter d his Breaſt; _—© 
He dwelt in a Cottage, contented and bleft: j 
About Folks in high Stations ne er troubled his Head; 


But his Care was to live without begging his Bread, 


A Damſel, the Pride of the neighbouring Plain, 
Fair D4phne, who oft had been courted in vain, . 
 Watch'd ev'ry Occafion to lie in his Way 

And made it her Bus'neſs his Heart to betray; | 
Whene er ſhe paſs'd by him, ſhe deign'd him aGlance, 


At length ſhe, with ſeeming Reluctance, would fit ' 
On his Knee, and ſome innoceat Freedoms admit, 
Till by liceſe and little ſhe gain'd his Efteem, © 
And in his young Boſom had kindled a Flame : 
Thus his innocent Heart ſhe too cafily vonn 
Who thought that no Falſhood was under the Sun. 


Bur as ſoon as ſhe found ſhe had gotten his Heart, 
She laugh'd at his Pain, and derided his Smart; 
His honeſt warm Paſſion now flights with Diſdain, 
And boaſts of her Conqueſt all over the Plain: © 
E ſhe treats him with Scorn, 
And leaves him unpity d, and hopeleſi, to maurn. 
"©. 3 _ Take 


o 
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e young Sparks, then, of Britain's fair I 
— Sparks, hn, of Sta fir ie 


— — ye — over theſe to prevail, 

For you'll find a falſe in every Vale, 
Who forward to favour your Courtſhip may ſeem : 
But remember the Swain by the _ of the Scream. 


"7 if i $S gz” = 
. 2 


0 N CLI. 
COLLIN ard PHILLIS 


A  DLIALOGUE 
EAR Phillis, ſweet Girl, be now kind to. 


ain,” 
Nor ſaffet rhe long er to court in vain 51 41 
And I'll love you ſincerely —— | 
And III love you ſincerely for ever. 
And TI love, Ee. 


YTY 


He. 


$$. Ab! Collin, m Unis was about to comply, WW: 


But what m m Fears will 
1 l 22 7 "Mar 
He. What never ! I "on 
She. No never I can never be hour 4 
He. What never! 3 


Sie. No never! Ine er can | be your's) _ +. 


He, Fye, Phillis, how can you ſtill trifle with NS __ 


Away with your Fears, and my Paſſion rrore z 
hen I tell you, I love you for ever, .. 2 
When I tell you, I love you * ever. * 


When I tell you, Oc. E 


She, Fye, Collin, how can you ein teaze me in vain, "+: 
When I told you betore, and & tell ye! again, 
I can never be yours | 
He. What never! | 
She. No never ! I can never be your's 
He. What never 
Ren No never! I de er ere be yours. 


. 


" as 
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Fe Then adieu to all Joy, my Heart will ſure break, 
If my Phillis 2 what I fondly did ſeek. 
I can never be happy, no never, 
I can never be happy, no never, 
I can never, c. 


She. Then away with my Doubts, fon agg; beliere 
That Collin his Phillis will never deceive. 
That Collin will love me. 8 
He. For ever. | 
Sbe. You never, fure never, will 3 
He. No never! 
Se. You never, hve never, will leave me? 


He. No never, no never, will rare. Falk: 
.$ONG CLII. 


E Fair from Man's infidious Lore, | 
Your tender Hearts defend; + 
Lett the miffaken Bliſs ſhould prove 
But Sorrow in the End. 
Thro' Reaſon ſcan _ 
Each artful Man, | 
Nor truft your Ear or Eye ; 3 
Young Maids beware, 
Mien Fifth enſnare, 
With artificial Fly, 


; With Looks as fair as Sommer Flow'rs, 
Soft Words, like Honey ſweet ; 
| And Tears that fall in gentle Show rs, 
Jour Pity they I intreat. 
Mere common Arts, 
"Tom _ our Hearts, 
Your oible = — : 
0 enſnare, 
d artificial Fly. 


— 


- 
I * „ 


. ES hn 866: 


' The honeft Clown, that ploughs the Land, 
| In Love is all-a Cheat; 2 | 
And Monarchs born to high Command, 
Well know the dear Deceit: 
In Love f&y Fricks, 
And Politicks, «© 
A Promiſeisa Lye: 
Young Maids beware, & 


Were Clods of Earth all animate, 
Each Blade of Graſs a Tongue, 
Twould waſte their Moifture to relate 

en your | 
From Sale Darts, 
And all the Sex def: 
Young Maids beware, 
Men Fiſk: enſnare, 
With artificial Fly. 


SONG CH n | 
The DUST-CART. I 
x FAVOURITE CANTATA.-! 


RECITATIVE. 


S tink"ring Tam the Streets his Trade did cry, 

He ſaw his lovely Sylbia paſſing by; 77 + 
In Duſt-Cart high advanc'd, the Nymph was plac'dp ß, ; 
With the rich Cinders round her lovely Waiſt. 
Ton, with up- lifted Hands, th Occaſion bleft ; * 7 | 
And thus, in foothing Strains, the Maid addreft; / 


AIR. 2 
0 Sylvia, while you drive your Cart, 84 0 DNA 5 


To pick up Duft, you Real our Hearts 4 
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You take our Duft, and fical our Hearts. 
That mine is gone, alas is true, 

And dwells among the Duſt with you, 

And dwells among the Duſt with you. 

Ah! lovely Sylvia, caſe my Pain; 

Give me my Heart you ftole again: 

Give me my Heart out of your Cart, 

Give me my Heart you again, 


RECITATIVE. 


via advanc'd above the Rabble Rout, 

xulcing roll'd her ſparkling Eyes about; 

She heav'd her ſwelling Breaſt, as black as Sloe, 
And look'd Diſdain on little Folks below : 

To Tom ſhe nodded, as the Cart drew on, 
And then reſolv'd ta ſpeak, ſhe cry d, Stop Jobs. 


AIR. 


* I, who ride above the 2 | 

by a pal:ry Crowd oppreft ? 

| tt ok pages my Soul does fire, 

The Youths ſhall languiſh and admire: 
And ev'ry Girl with anxious Heart, 
- Shall long to ride in my Duſt-Cart. 


SONG CLIV. 


HEN Phoebus the Tops of the Hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the Sound of the echoing Horn 
When the antling Stag is rouz'd with the Sound, 

Erecting his Ears nimbly ſweeps o'er the Ground; 

And thinks he has left us behind on the Plain, 

Bur ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the 
_ glorious Game: 

O fee, how again, he rears up his Head, 

And winged wüh Fear, he redoubles his Speed: 


* 
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But oh! tis in vain that he flies, | 
W Eyes loſe the Huntſman, his Ears loſe the 
ries: 
For now his Strength fails him he heavily flies, 
And he pants till with well-ſccnted Hounds ſurrounded - 
he dies. | | 


$ONG CLV. 


HAT Beauties does my Nymph diſcloſe 2 
Leſs fair the filver Lilly blows; 

Such Bluſhes glow not on the Roſe, 

As on the Cheeks of Phillis. 
The other Day, upon the Green, 
I ſaw a Nymph of heav'nly Mien; 
I ran to greet the Cyprian Queen, 

But found it was my Pbillis 


By mofly Grot with Ivy bound, 
Where fragrant Weodbines curl around, 
And Daiſies dapple o'er the Ground, 

I fir and murmur Phillis, - 
And when the Lark with dewy Wings, 
To hail the Morn exulting ſprings, 

I riſe, and tune the trembling Stri 

To praiſe my deareft Phillis. 


When firſt I ſaw the lovely Maid, 

I gaz'd, enraptur'd and diſmay'd ; : 

My fault'ring Tangue was quite afraid 
To tell my Pangs to Phillis. | 

Then Cupid aim'd his ſharpeſt Dart, 

At once I felt the pleaſing Smart, 

That very Hour I loft my Heart ; 


And now it dwells with Phillis. 


+. 


B 


O dear 


lis 


_ 


ou 
Declar d his 2 
He went one Aſay Morning to meet in the Grove, 
her own dear A 
Mean while in his 
And doated on each Can a Lover do more ? 
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SONG CLVI.. 


had long 


and dy d for in Song; 


tment thig Goddeſs of Love; 
all her Charms he ran o'er, 


He waited, and waited, then 


"Twas Fury, and Rage, and Deſpair, 


his Strain,” / 
and Diſdain : 


The Sun was commanded to hide his dull Light,, 
And the whole Courſe of Nature was alter'd downright, 
"Twas his hapleſs Fortune to dic and adore, 

But never to change Can a Lover do more > 


Cleora, it hay'd, was by Accident there; 


No Roſe-bud ſo tempting 
preſs'd her white Hand, next her Lips he eſſay d. 


He 


no Lilly 


ſo fair; 


Nor would ſhe deny him, fo civil the Maid 
Her kindly Compliance his Peace did reſtore, 
And dear Amaryllis was thought of no more. 


#2 


Make 


ſpair : 


My tender Grief remove; 


*Thus in a ſecret friendly Shade, 


The 


penſive Celia mourn'd ; 


SONG CLVIL 


Dawn of Hope my Soul revives, 
And baniſhes De 
t my de reſt Damon 
him, ye Gods, your Care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy Shades of Night, 


© ſend ſome chearing Ray of Light, 
And guide me to my Love, 


While, courteous Echo lent her Aid, 


Aud Sigh for Sigh return'd. 
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When, ſudden, Damon's well-known Face, 
Each riſing Fear diſarms : 

He eager ſprings to her Embrace, 

She ſinks into his Arms. 


SONG CLVIIL 


HE Beau, with his delicate womaniſh Face, 
Whoſe Merit all lies in a Feather and Lace; 
e Proud, the Immortal, the Coward, the Vain, 
May ſac for my Love, but will meet my Diſdain. 


The Dunce I deteft, and whoſe Wit is ſeveres 
I ſicken whenever a Sycophant's near. 
The Brute that's ill manner d, diſorders one much, 
And I'd dic an old Maid cer I'd couple with ſuch. 


But he in whom Senſe and Politeneſs are join d, 
Whoſe Study has been to embelliſh his Mind; | 
Whoſe Pleaſures ne'er injure his Health nor his Pyſe, 
Is fat io be taken for better for worſe. 


Whoſe Wit has no Gall, and whoſe T 
Whoſe Nature is noble, his Conduct di . . 


Ne'er knew any Fear, but to hurt or offe . 
If be geiles my. Heart, — 


SONG CLIX. 


W others ſtrip the new fall'n Shows, 2 
And ſteal its "—_— from the Roſe, 
To dreſs their Fancy's Queen ; 


Fain would I fing, but Words are faint, 
All Mufick's Pow'r's too weak to paint 
My Jenny of the Green. 


Beneath this Elm, beſide this Stream, 
How oft I've tun'd the far rite Theme, 


_ 
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While faithful in the Lover's 2 


The Winds would murmur foft Applauſe 
To Jenny of the Green. 


With Joy my Soul reviews the Day, 

When deck'd in all the Pride of May, 
She hail'd the ſylvaa Scene; 

Then ev'ry Nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, | 

Firſt ſtrove to catch the Grace and —— mg 
Of Jerry of the Green. 1 


Ther deaf to y Rivals h 
On me ſhe caft her partial 275 
Nor feorn'd my humble Mien 
The frag — ——— Wreath I wear, 
a 0 the lovely Bair 
1 the Green. 


the fairy Land of Love 
Fl ſee of wy ror ndrig Dove 


Though now ſhe ds ſome diftant R, 


bas: far apart, I'll meet again 


Yenny of the Green. 


Bay chow, UH Tine, en tht ied mig 
Melt down the Hours = : 
And when we meet, the Loſs _— 


On LI 77 


1 1 
,” 


Th 


« 
A 0 
* 


e . 50 
A lin SAN TATA 


HO'LL a Heart? la cries, © 
w And —.— 9 * 
2 An eaſy Shape, a Air, 1 | A 
Aer, like lovely Hebe's, fair: A Pair 
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A Pair of Eyes that wound at Sight, 

And foil the Diamonds piercing Light; 11! 99 

Come hither, ye that long to "es > B99 1 | 3A 

The Soul inchanting Joys of 

9 quickly come, for be buys, chat bids the mob 

or me : 

But Jet no ſordid Wretch prefome; | 

With even Craſus* Wealth to come; 

Nor vainly hope for Gems, or Gold, „ 

Such Charms as theſe can ne'er be fold; 44 
So vile a Change I ſcorn to make, 5 

- L * only Coin I lake. 


SONG CLXI. 


The ANSWER. 
RECITATIVE, be 2h P 


AS in a penſive Form Myrtilla fat "ali 7x | 2 1 
Revolving on the Will of Fate 
A ſprightly Swain, devoid of Care, 


Advanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the Fair. 
AIR: th 4 n 37 | — +} 


Thou 23 Form oi Beauty 's Plea, 5 N 
I'm come to buy a Heart of tber. 
I'm come to buy a Heart of thee ; : 
With Tranſports I receiy'd the Tale, 
That ſuch a Gem was up for Sale, 
That ſuch a Gem was up for Sale : 
Cou'd I command the ftarry Train, 


For thee I'd give it back again ; 3 8 = 
Or if kind Fate wou'd make thee mine, A rr | 
The Univerſe ſhod'd all be thine; _ © 


Or if kind Fate wou'd 


ake thee mine, 
The Univerſe ſhou'd a 


be hid. RI 07 


n 


9 F1 
\ A * : ' ö * F, 
od _— b * 5 1 
Wan, . 6 
LI - 
* 


Then cry d, my dear Lucy, thou Cauſe 
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Go hence, the Maid with Softneſs crics, 
Merit the beft deſerves the Prize; 

The Talc you heard was falſcly told, 
Myniilla's Heart ſhall ne er be ſold, 
Ayriilla's Heart ſhall ne- er be ſold. 


SONG CLXII. 
1 Day o'er the green Meadow I paſt, 


A Swain over-took me, and held m Hind fit; 


How muſt thy faithful young Thy»fs gel ir? 
To —— my lr Wiſhes, — — = be 10 225 
But frowning, 1 anſwer'd, O fye, Shep fye. 


He told me his Paſſion, like Time, ſhould endure, 
That Beauty, which kindled his Flame, would ſecure ; 
That all my ſweet Charms were for Pleaſure deſign d, 
And Youth was the Seaſon to love and be kind: 

Lord what cou'd I ſay! I cou'd hardly deny, 

But faintly I utter d, O fye, Shepherd, fye. 


He ſwore with a'Kiſs, that he wou d not refrain, 

I told him twas rude, but he kiſs'd me again, 

My Condu@, ye Fair Ones, in Queſtion ne'er call, 
Nor think I did wrong—I did nothing at all: 
Reſolv'd to reſiſt, yet inclin'd to comply, 


Now gueſs, if I fill ſaid, O fye, Shepherd, fye. 


SONG CLXIII. 


O Nymph that trips the verdant Plains, 
With Sally can compare ; 

wins the Foe of all the Swains, 

And rivals all the Fair: 

The Beams of S delight and clear, 

ite Summer's Scaſons roll ; 

But Sally's Smiles can all the Year 
Give reale to the Soul. 


When 
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When from the Eaſt the Morning Ray, 
Illames the World below ; 
Her Preſence bids the God of Day, 
With Emulation glow : ; 
Freſh Beauties deck the painted Ground, 
Birds ſweeter Notes prepare; 
The playful Lambkins skip around, 
And hail the Sifter fair. 


The Lark but ſtrains his livid Throat, 
To bid the Maid rejoice; _ 

And mimicks, while he ſwells his Note, 
The Sweetneſs of her 2 : | 

The fanning Zephyrs round her play, 
While * ſhe'l] perfume, 

And ev'ry Flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 
I but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous Youths her Charms proclaim, 
From Morn to Eve their Tale; 
Her Beauty and unſpotred Fame 
Make vocal every Vale: 
The Stream meand'ring thro* the Mead, 
Her echo'd Name conveys; 
And every Voice, and every Reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's Praift. 


No more ſhall blithſome Laſs and Swain 
To mirthful Wake yeſfort ; 

Nor every May Morn on the Plain, 
Advance in rural Sport: 

No more ſhall guſh the purling Rill, 
Nor Muſick wake the Grove, 

Nor Flocks look Snow-like on the Hill, 
When I forget to love. | 


6 SONG 


9 0 * Fa 
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$ONG CLXIV. 


HE ſmiling Dawn of happy Days 
Preſents a Proſpect clean, 
While pleaſing Hope's all bright'ning Rays 
Diſpel each gloomy Fear; 
And ev'ry Charm that Pcace diſplays, 
Makes Spring-Time all the Year. 


SONG clxx. 
A PASTORAL DIALOGUE 


HE 
OME, come, my dear Nymph, now all Nature 


looks gay 
Now Birds ſweetly whiſtle, and Lambs ſweetly play; 
To yonder cool Shade let us quickly retire, 
And taſte all the Pleaſures that Love can inſpire, 
And taſte all the Pleaſures that Love can inſpire. 


SHE. 

Good Sir, not ſo haſty, we innocent Maids 

Too oft are deceiv'd by you arch London Blades; 
How many poor Damſels deluded by you, 


Are forc'd ever after their Folly to rue, 
Are forc'd ever after their Folly to rue. 


3 


O think not, my Faireſt, ſo meanly of me, 

No Harm on my Honour ſhall happen to thee; - 

Here's Gold that buys all Things, and Silver good 
een 

And when that is gone 1 Il ſupply thee with more, 

And when that is gone I'll Jupply thee with more. 


SHE 
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SHE 


ru truſt not your Honour, your Gold I deſpiſe, 

My Virtue, above all Temptations, I priae; 
Tho” poor, I am honeſt, I'm not to be ſold, 

So pray take away yourſelf, and your Gold, 

So pray take away yourſelf, and your Gold. 


H E. 


T'll take thee to London, and deck thee fo fine, 
That thou ſhalt the greateſt of Ladies out-ſhine ; 
And ride in thy Coach to the Park and the Play, 
All glim' ring with Diamonds, out ſparkling the Day, 


All Ser ring with Diamonds, out ſparklintz che 144 


„ 


No, Sir, I abhor ſuch a ſrandaloas Life, 

Til be no Mortal's Miſs, but fome honeſt Man's Wife, 
So „Sir, return to the Place whence you came, 
For Il ne er buy my Pride at the Price of my Fame, 
For Ill acer buy my Pride at the Price of wy Fame. 


SONG CLXVI. 
A Chloe ſat ſhelter'd and breath'd the cool Air, 


While Muſick awaken'd the Grove; 
proach'd and addrefs'd the coy Fair 
 Languege of Love. 


oung Damon a 
In all the ſoft 


But the was ſo cruel his Suit ſhe deny d, 
And laugh'd as he told her his Pain ; 
And while the poor Shepherd ſat wooing, ſhe cry'd, 


I will die a Maid, my dear Swain. 
O what, ſays the Swain, muſt thy Hon fo gay 


Perplex us at once and invite; 
2 ev'ry Rapture, left Time make a Prexg 
Of that which was meant for Delight. - © IE 
O 2 When "X 
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| When Ape has crept round, and thy Charms wrinkled 


o er, | 
Then all will my Cloe diſdain ; 
i But ſtill all her Anſwer was, teaze me no more, 
1 ili die a Maid, wy dear Swain. 


bY) Young Damon proteſted, no other he'd prize, 

= His Flame was fo ſtrong and ſincere; 

= Then watch'd the Emotions that play'd in her Eyes, 
And baniſh'd his Torture and- Fear. 


| 
- mf 
* 
| 


. My Joys ſhall be ſecret, enraptur'd, he cry d, 

4 Ab Cbioe be gentle and good: 

be The Fair One grew ſofter, and fighing replyd, 
1 I'd fain dic a Maid—if I cou'd. 

4 SONG CLxXVII 

LE F Freedom too fond, or too wanton with Pride, 
1 The Threats of young Cupid dright Chloe defy d; 


And while Swains were ſighing, or tun'd the ſoft 
Seem d cold as December, tho' blooming as May. 


Deſpairing his Suit, gentle #illy forfook, 
And ſilent return'd to his Flock and his Crook; 
And Damon her Beauty once fond to rehearſe, 
No longer to Chloe addreſs'd the ſoft Verſe. 


Awak'd from. her Dream, the diſconſolate Maid, 

Si her Lillies were fading, her Roſes decay d; 
And only beheld of rhe languiſhing Train, 

The leaſt in her Wiſhes young Collin remain. 


'Fhe Maid as leſs fair more compaſſionate #4 
Nor fled when the ſaw the young Shepherd purſue ; 
And refoly'd when he talk d of his Torture and Grief, 
In pure Love to herſelf, to afford him Relief, 


— N 
8. - 
5 
= 


Yo 
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Now proud of his Conqueſt, Oh! come to my Arms, 
Tranſported he cry'd, with that Treaſure of Charms; 
So long by my Fair One reſerv'd for her Swain, 
While others, unheeded, requeſted in vain. _ _. 


Ah! think not my Shepherd, the Fair One reply'd, 
I flighted their Love while their Suit I deny'd, 

To their eaſy Faith all your Bleſſings you owe, — 
Who belicy'd me too ſoon, when I anſwer'd them, No. 


SONG CLITES - on | 
O wooe me and win me, and kiſs and all that, 
Young Collin trip'd over the Plain; , 
He ſaw me, he bluſt'd, and he play'd with his Hat, 
So I bid him return back again: 
Ah ! Phillis, he cry'd, from the Cottage I've firay'd, 
In hopes you'd be kind to your Swain; _ 
O grant me a Kiſs: . 3 1 
You may take it I ſaid, 
But pray never attempt it again, 
But pray never attempt it again. 


Embolden'd by this, he ſat down at my Side, 
The Favour fo ſmall to obtain; > Min 
I know not how "twas, but he ſofren'd my Pride, 
So I cry'd, you may kiſs me againr 
My Bofom grew warm,” and my Hearr beat in haſte, 
While Rapture impower'd the fond Swain; 
And truſt me, ye Fair, | 
For | held him ſo faſt, | 
That he cou'd not return back again, 
That he cou'd not return back again. 
3  $ONG CLXIX. 

ITH early Horn ſalute the Morn, 
That gilds this charming Place, 
With chearful Cries, . | 0 
Bids Echo riſe | 

And join the jovia] Cha - - = = ce, | 


And join the jovial Chace. « 
4 5 O 3 The 
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The vocal Hills around, 
Whe waving Woods, 
The cryſtal Floods, 

All return their livening Sounds. 


SONG CLXX. 


F Love be a Fault, and in me thought a Crime, 

| * great's my Offence, bear you Witneſs, O 
4 f ime ; * | 
i 2 The Days, and the Nights, and the Hours as they 
a TON d, | 5p 

= You know may be felt, but are ner to be told: 
Another came on, and the ſame Thing did prove; 

= The Sun is grown tir'd, ſtill to look on the ſame, 

: But I grew more pleas d as the next Moment came. 


1 faw you all Day, and all Day with new Guft, 
And yet ev*ry Day was to me as the firſt ; 

Thus fleeting Time paſſes with Down on its Wings, 
And whilſt this remains, reft unenvy'd, ye Kings: 
If this be a Crime be my Judges, ye Fair, 

bi And if J maſt ſuffer for what i ſo rare, 

3g True Lovers hereaf er this Wonder ſhall tell, 

3 The Cauſe of my Death was for loving too well. 


= SONG CLXXI. 
4 A DIALOGUE 


DAPHNE. 


H AS the Arrow of Capid ne*cr lodg'd in your 
Breaft ? 


Have you wept for whole Months, nor been able to 
reft ? 

Till the Fair One took Pity, and bid you be bleſs'd ? 

Speak boldly the Trutb, my good Shepherd. 


COLLIN 


ws, wy LY yg « x 
„ f * , 6 * : 
oh, _ AA 2 N 1 
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COLLIN 


No, that I can't brag of; but all the Day long 
Some Miſtreſs or other has Place in my Song 4 + 
My Paſſion's not lafting, but tis very ſtrong, 

I ſpeak the plain Truth, my good Lady. 


DAPHNE. 
I doubt you're a Rover; if ſo, a young Maid 
May fear to be with you, within this thick Shade. 
COLLIN. 


Such Beauties as your's need be never afraid; 
I ſpeak the plain Truth, my good Lady. 


DAPHNE. 
Suppoſe a young Shepherdeſs, juſt of my Size, 
An Air too like mike, and 2 Pair of ſuch Eyes, 
2 _ you ? Say, would you your Conqueſt de- 
piſfe ? 
Speak boldly the Truth, my good Shepherd. 


| COLLIN. 
Plain Dealing's a Jewel, you very well know; 
And therefore permit me to own cer I go, | 
Such a Miftrefs as you, is at beſt, but ſo ſo; 

I ſpeak the plain Truth, my good Lady. 


Farewel, gentle Maiden. 


DAPHNE 
Farewel, thou dull Swain, 
Go ſeek thy Companions that browze on the 


* 


Plain. 


| Born. 
And I care not if cer I behold thee __ 
| * 


I 
I 


* 9 . 


ſpeak the plain Truth, my good 
ſpeak the plain Truth, my good Shepherd. 


SONG 
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SONG CLXXII. 


EN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his ſilver Stream; 
Ho brisk the Nymphs, the Swaiys how gay! 
Content inſpir'd each rural Lay: 

The Birds in livelier Concert ſung, 
The Grapes in thicker Cluſters hung ; 
All look d as Joy could never fail, 
Among the Sweets of 4rng's Vale. 


. 


- 


But fince the good Palemon dy d, | 
The chief of Shepherds, and their Pride ; 
Now Arxo's Sons muſt all give Place 
To Northern Men, an iron Race: 

The Taſte of Pleaſure now is o'er, 

Thy Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The MYafes droop, the Goths prevail, 
Adieu the Sweets of 4rno's Vale. 


SONG CLXXIIL. 
9 1 AIR Hebe I left, with a cautious yg. = R 
| To *ſcape from her Charms, and to drown em in 


Wine ; 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The Wine in my Head, and ftill Love in my Heart. 


J repair'd to my Reaſon, intreated her Aid, 

= Whopaus'd on myCaſe,and each Circumſtance weigh'd; 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my Prayer, 
That Hebe was faireſt, of all that was fair. 


BY That's a Truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught; 
« I came for a Counſel, to find out a Fault; 
If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 


To find Fault with Habe, would forfeit my Name. 
bp ff . | What 


— 


* 
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What Hayes then, alas! of Relief from my Pain, 
While, li — Light ning, ſhe darts thro each 

ein; 
My Senſes ſurpriz d, in her Favour took Arms, 
And Reaſon confirms me a Slave to her Charms. 


N his Face, the vernal Roſe, 
Blended with the Lilly glows; 

His Locks are as the Raven B 

In Ringlets waving down his Back. 


His Eyes with milder Beauties beam, 

Than billing Doves beſide the Stream; 

His youthful Cheeks are Beds of Flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing Show'rs. 


His Lips are of the Roſe's Hue, 

Still dropping with a fragrant Dew; 
Tall as the ar, he a | 
And, as erect, his Form he bears. " 


SONG CLXXV. 


RECITATIVE 


EE! from the ſilent Grove, Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks with every pleaſing Art, 
To eaſe the Pain which lovely Eyes 
Created in his Heart: | 

To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, 
Where thus ro Muſick's Power, the Swain addreſ t 
his Prayers. | > BY 


AIX. 
Charming Sounds, that ſweetly languiſi! 
Muſick, O compaſe my — For 


- 


Ll 


Exry 
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Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee, 
Er'ry Paſhon yields to thee : 
Phebus quickly then relieve me, 
Cupid ſhall no more deceive me, 
III to ſprightlier Joys be free, 
T1 to ſpri ler Joon be free. 


RECITATIVE. 


Apollo heard the fooliſh Swain, 
He knew when Dapbze once he lov'd, 
How weak to afſwage an am'rous Pain, 
| His own harmonious Voice had provy'd, 
And all his healing Herbs how vain : 
1 Then thus he ſtrikes che ſpeaking Strings, 
i Preluding to his Voice and fings. 


AIR. 


77 Sounds, tho charming, can't relieve thee,. 
oy Do not Shepherd then deccive thee, 
1 Muſick is the Voice of Love, 
Muſick is the Voice of Love: 
If the tender Maid believe thee, 
Soft relenting, kind conſenting. 
Will alone thy Pain remove, 
Will alone thy Pain remove. 


| SONG CLXXVI. 

Y dimpl'd Brook, and Fountain Brim, 

The Wood-Nymphs, deck d with Daiſies trim, 
here merry make, and Paſtimes keep ; 

What has Night to do with Sleep ? 
What has Night to do with Sleep ? 
Night has better Sweets to prove ; 
Venus wakes, and wakens Love: 
Come, let us our Rites begin, | 
"Tis only Day- light that makes Sin, 
Tis only Day-lighs that makes Sin. 0 14 
Nn | | S O N G 
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OW Phebus ſinketh in the Weſt, 

N Welcome Songz and welcome Jeſt ; 
11dnight Shouts and Revelry, 

Tipſy, Dance, and Jollity : 

Braid your Locks with roſy Twine, 

Droping Odours, droping Wine ; 

Braid your Locks with roſy Twine, 

Droping Odours, droping Wine. 


Rigour now is gone ta Bed, 
And Advice with ſcrup'lous Head; 
Strict Age, and ſour Severity: 
With their grave Saws in Slumber lie, 
With their grave Saus in Slumber lie. 


SONG CLXXVIIL 


OUD you * the tender Creature? 
Softly, gently, kindly treat. her ; 
Suff ring is the Lover's Part: 
Beauty by Conſtraint poſſeſſing, 
You enjoy but Half the Bleſſing; 
Lifeleſs Charms, without the Heart. 


SONG CLXXIX. 


RISE, ſweet Meſſenger of Morn, | 
With thy mild Beam our Skies adorn ; 
For, long as Shepherds pipe and plan, 
This, this, ſhall be a Holy-dayy 
_ Holy-day, Holy-day, Holy-day, 
This, this, ſhall be a Holy-day. 


Sce ! Morn appears; a roſy Hue: 
Steals ſoft o'er yonder oricat Blue, 
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Soon let us meet in trim Array, 
And frolick out this Holy-day, 
Holy-day, Holy-day, Holy-day, 
And fro ick out this Holy-day. 
SONG CLXXX. 
OO lovely Fair One, I confeſs . 
The Swain whom you will deign to bleſs, 
Might figh an Age away; 

In Expectation of the Jo 


When you no longer Loe or coy, 
Shall all his Pain allay. 


Indulgent Heav'n has made thy Form, 
So ſotr, ſo perfect, and ſo warm, 
Who gazes muſt adore ; 
But I ſo long in vain have try'd, 
To move thy Heart, that Scat of Pride, 
That here 1 give it oer. 


But now, Fair, a Cure I've found, 
Ill be no longer ramely bound, 

In hopeleſs Flames to burn: 
Vain Maid, I've ſhaken off my Chain, 
By Wine a Conqueſt I obtain, 

And triumph in my Turn. 


SONG CLXXXI. 


OUNG Colin, the blitheſt upon the gay Green, 
The Arrows of Cupid defy'd be 
A Shepherd ſo happy, ſure never was ſeen, 
He conquer d each Female he try'd, 
He conquer'd each Female he try'd : 
Poor tvia, poor Daphne, r Chloe in vain, 
In Ho . | 
He kiſs dem, and preſs'd em, but this was his Strain, 
F'd rather be hang'd than be married, 
Id rather be hang'd, I'd rather be hang'd then be 
1 | marr ied. 0 + 
"+ | How 
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How weak his Reſolves, when fair Delia he faw, 
She warm'd the cold Heart in his Breaſt ; | 

He look d and he loy'd, and approach'd her with Awe, ' 
And ſoftly his Wiſhes expreſs'd, 1750 | 
And ſoftly, Sc. | * 

Bright Virtue adorn'd her, he found in the Maid 
A Charm he before ne'er had parried ; 

He ſigh'd and he trembl'd, and cry'd I'm afraid, 
Tis worſe to be hang'd than be married, 
"Tis worſe, Sc. | 


Ah ' pity, ſweet Goddeſs, the Convert you've made, 

To Hymen our Vows let us pay ; D 987 
No! live an Example the Shepherdeſs ſaid, 

And teach all your Sex to obey, 

And teach all your Sex to obey : | 
The Youths and the Laſſes thus jeer the poor Swain, 

Now where's the proud Heart that you carried? 
And, "ghing, he utters alone on the Plain, 

Ye Powers, O! let me be married, 

Ye Powers, O! let me be married. 


SONG CLX XXII. 

A Jockey was walking one Midſummer Morn, 

He fat him down careleſs beneath a green Thorn; 
He had not ſar long e'er a Damſel came by, 
To whom Fockey ſent forth a languiſhing Eye, 
A languiſh—a languiſh—a languiſhing Eye : 
Did you ſee, ſays the Fair One, a fleece-brindled Ram, 
With two little Lambkins trot each by their Dam; 
If you did, gentle Shepherd, pray tell me which Way, 
The innocent Rovers negle&fully firay ? ng 
The innocent Rovers neglectfully ſtray? 


He told her, he ſaw them paſs haſtily by, 
And make to the Copfe, 1 Faith "was a Lye; 


vor twat: 
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'The Damſel ſhe curtſy'd and thank'd with a Bluſh, 
But Jockey ſtole after and lurk d in a Buſh, 
Stole after, ſtole after, and lurk'd in a Buſh : 
She ſearch'd the Copſe oer but no Sheep could ſhe find, 
Then heartily curs'd the young Swain in her Mind : 
She found ſhe was trick'd, but, alas! filly Maid! 
She knew not the Snare was ſo artfully laid, 
She knew not the Snare was ſo artfully laid. 


The Shepherd appear'd, and, ſaid he, pretty Maid, 
Thy Ewes and thy Lambkins have happily ftray'd ; 
Then ſprung to her cloſely, and raviſh'd a Kiſs, 

But the Damſel ſeem'd coy, and cried fye! 'twas amiſs; 
Scem'd coy, ſeem'd coy, and cricd fye! twas amiſs : 
Howe'er as her Friends lictle Liberty gave, 

She left her old Gaffer to truſt the young Knave ; 
And now, tho her Sheep are all fake in the Pen, 

She viſits the Copſe o'er again and again, 

She viſits the Copſe o er again and again. 


SONG CLXXXII. 


Took Shape and a Bloom, for an Air and a Mien, 
F . was brighteſt of all the gay Green; 
But arcfully wild, and affectedly coy, 

'Thoſe her Beauty invited, her Pride would deſtroy, 
Thoſe her Beauty invited, her Pride would deftroy. 


By theFlocks as ſhe firay'd, with the Nymphs of the Vale, 
Not a Shepherd but woo'd her, to hear his ſoft Tale; 
Tho' fatal the Paſſion, ſhe laugh'd ar the Swain, 

And return'd with Neglect what ſhe heard with Diſdain, 
And return'd, - | | 


But Beauty has Wings, and too haftily flies, 

And Love unrewarded, ſoon fickens and dies; 

The Nymph cur d by Time of her Folly and Pride, 
Now ſighs in her Turn for the Bliſs ſhe deny d, 


Now lighs in, ec. | 


* 


4 


No 


w » 
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No longer So US ic wide o'cr the * I 
To kill, with her Coyneſs, the languiſhing Swain ; 
50 humbled her Pride is, ſo ſoften'd ber Mind, 
That tho courted by none, ſhe to all would be kind, 
That tho courted by none, ſhe to all would be kind. 


SONG CLIXMV. 
RECITATIVE. 


HE Chace is ver, and on the Plain, 
The Hounds the luſty Stag have flain ; 
Let the Horns with ſprighily Tone, 

All our ſportive Pleaſures crown. 


AIX. 


Of Britons, thus the antient Race, 

With nervous Toil purſue the Chace; 

By no ungen rous Thoughts controul d, 

Their Hearts were honeft, free, and bold, 
Their Hearts were honeſt, free and bold. 

Of Britons, &c. 


Like them again, no Slaves to Courts, 
Let Britons fill purſue their Sports; 
Like them again, ſhall Britons be, 

As brave, as honeft, and as free : 
Like them again, ſhall Bran, be, 

As brave, as honefl, and as free. 


SONG CLXXXV. 


HEN Collin firſt in yonder Vale, 2 
To Celia told his am'rous Tale; 
The riſing Lark with warbling Strain, 
Soften d her Breaſt to hear the Swain: 
The rifing Lark with warbling Strain, : 
Soften d her Breaſt to hear the Swain. 
; 2 The 
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The feather'd Song fters in the Grove, 
In Concert, warbled Notes of Love; 
The Flocks in bleating ſeem'd to ſay, 
O, happy Collin ! happy Day ! 

The F locks, Ec. 


The purling Streams, that paſſed by, 
Still echo d back each render Sigh ; 
The ſporting Fiſhes gather'd there, 
All Nature — to bleſs the Pair: 
The ſporting Fiſhes gather'd there, 
All Nature e to bleſs the Pair, 


SONG CLXXXVI. 
OW giddy is Youth ? yet above all Advice, 


1 You counſe] and counſel in vain; 
I've try'd what is Wedlock, and like it ſo well, 

That I'll never be married again, 

PII never be married again. 


The Spouſe, that I pitch'd on, was comely and young, 
And ſweet as the Flow'rs of the Plain: . 
Was wiſe, as they tell me, perhaps it might be, 
But I'll never be married again, 
Fil never be married again. 


I faw the poor Creature laid deep in the Grave, 
My Tears they came pouring like Rain ; 
But as Sunſhine you know, will foul Weather ſucceed, 
I quickly recover'd again, 
I quickly recover'd again. 


Like the Caſtles of Fairies, it ſeems to the Sight, 
And Fancy indulges the Rein: 
But, alas! when you try it, tis all a mere Cheat, 
And the ſame dull Tale over again, 

The ſame dull Tale over again. 


; | SONG 


1 
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0 an Arbour of Woodbines, ye both ſhall be 

Soft Leaves for your Pillow, the Graſs for your Bed; 

While wanton young Sparrows chirp over yourtead, 
All under the green Wood Shade. 


When w_ Moon with pale Laftre, juſt peeps thro” the 
rove 
And Nightingales anſwer the chaſte Turtle Dove, 
The Maid without bluſhing, ſhall claſp her true Love, 
All under the green Woed Shade. 


Our Pleaſures quite harmleſs, begin with eg Digs 
We ever are buxom, we ever are 
No Virgins diſſemble, no Shepherds bans 

All under the green Wood Shade. 


Tho' Frowns for a while, arm the Face of the Fair, 
Vet ſoon our young Lover forgets all his Care 
For Phillis cries, do not, oh 95 not deſpair, 

All under the green Wood Shade. 


SONG CLXXXVII. 


To warm and win the coldeſt Heart, 
In Secret mine poſſeſt, 
In Secret mine poſſeſt: 
The Morning Bud that fairef 8 5 
The vernal Oak that ſtraĩteſt grows, : 
His Face and Shape expreſt, 
His Face and Shape expreſt. 


A Youth adorn'd with ev Ty Art, 


In moving Sounds he told his A 


Soft as ths Sighings of the Gale, 
; 2 3 Tha 


Tears that muſt ever, ever fall, 


A Bluſh, when e' er I meet his Eye, 
When cer I hear his Name, a Sigh 


My Eyes ſtill fix'd, on him remain, 


The reft unheeded, dance or play, 


That wakes the flow'ry Year, 
That wakes, &#c. . 5 

What Wonder he could charm with Eaſe! 

Whom happy Nature form'd to pleaſe, 

Whom Love had made ſincere, 

Whom Love, Sc. % 


At Morn he left me——fought and fell, 
The faral Ev'ning heard his Knell, 
And ſaw the Tears I ſhed, 

And ſaw the Tears I ſhed : 


For, ah! no Sighs the paſt recal ; 
No Cries awake the Dead, 
No Cries awake the Dead. 


SONG clxXXx. 


H! why muſt Words my Flame reveal, 
What needs my Damon bid me tell, 
What all my Actions prove? 


Betrays my ſecret Love. 
In all their Sports upon the Plain, 


And bim alone approve : 
He ſteals from all my Praiſe away, 
And can he doubt my Love? 


When c'er we meet, my Looks confef,. 

The Pleaſures which my Soul poſſeſs, 

And — irs 7 remove 1 : 

Still, ill, roo ſhort ap his Stay, 

I frame Excuſes for Dela , *. 
Can this be aught but Lore? 
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Does any ſpeak in Damon's Praiſe, . : 
How pleas'd am I, with all he ſays, 

And ev'ry Word approve * 
Is he defam d, tho' but in Teſt, 
I feel Reſentment fire 


Alas! becauſe IF love. 


Bur, O! what Tortures tear my Heart, 

When I ſuſpe&, his Leoks impart 
The leaft Deſire to rove : ä 

I hate the Man, who gives me Pain 

Yet him I ftrive to hate in vain, | 
For, ah ! that Hate is Love. $I 


Then ask not, Worgs, but read my Eyes, 
Believe my Bluſhes, truſt my Sighs, 

All theſe my Paſſion prove: 
Words may deceive, may ſpring from Art, 
But the true Language of my Heart, 

To Damon mult be Love. 


SONG CXC. 


OUED you in her you love be bleft,. 
Ye Lovers, theſe Inſtructions mind; 

Conceal the Paſſion in your Breaſt, | 

Be dumb, inſenſible, and blind: 
But if with 22 Looks you meet, 

And ſee the artleſs Bluſhes riſe ; 
Be ſilent, loving, and diſcreet, 

The Oracle no more implies. 


When once you prove the Maid ſincere, 
Where Virtue is with Beauty join'd ; 
Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 
No more inſenſible, or blind: 
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Pour forth the Tranſports of your Heart, 
And ſpeak your Soul without Diſguiſe ; 
'Tis Fondneſs, Fondneſs, muſt impart, 
The Oracle no more implies. 7 


Tho pleaſing, fatal is the Snare, 
That ſtill entraps all Womankind ; 
Ladies, beware, be wiſe, take care, 
Be deaf, inſenſible, and blind: | 
But ſhou'd ſome fond deſerving Youth, 
Agree to join in Hymens Ties; 
Be tender, conſtant, crown his Truth, 
The Oracle no more implies. 


SONG CXCI. 
A CANTATA. 
R ECITATIVE 


HE fefive Board was met, the ſocial Band, 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their ſilent Stand; 
y Sons, began the Sage, be this the Rule; 
No Brow auſtere moft dare approach my School; 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 
Old Care, be gone ! Here Sadneſs is a Sin. 


AIR. 


Tell not me the Joys that wait | 
On him that's learn'd, on him that's great; 
Wealth and Wiſdom I deſpiſ ce. 
Cares ſurround the Rich and Wiſe: FT: 
The Queen that gives ſoft Wiſhes Birth, 
And Bacchus, God of Wine and Mirth ; -_ 
Me their Friend and Fav rite own, 

And I was born for them alone: 

Bus'neſs, Title, Pomp, and State, 
Vive em to the Fools I hate. 
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But ler Love, ler Life be mine; 
Bring me Women, bring me Wine: 
Speed the dancing Hours away, 

Mind not what the Grave-ones ſay : 
Gayly let the Minures fly, 

In Wit and Freedom, Love and Toy ; 
So ſhall Love, ſhall Life be mine ; 
Bring me Women, bring me Wine. 


SONG CXCIL. 
DAMON and FLORELL 4. 
A DIALOGUE. 
DAMON. 


AST, my Love, thine Eyes around, 
See the ſportive Lambkins play ; 
Nature gayly decks the Ground | 
All in Honour of the : 
Like the Sparrow and the 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. « 4 $4 


FLORELLA. 


Damon, thou haſt found me long 
1 7 js th 22 Tale, 
nd thy ſo rſuaſive I ongue 
Often — in the Dale: 
Take, Oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which Virtue ought to give. 


DAMON 


Not the Verdure of the Grove, 
Not the Garden's faireſt Flow'rs, 

Nor the Meads where Lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal Hours, Can 


. 
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Can delight thy Damon Eye, 
If Florella is not bß ß. 


FLORELLA 


Not the Waters gentle Fall, | 
By the Bank with Poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd Songfters all, 
Nor the Flute's 1 vr Sound, 
Can delight Florella's Ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 


| Born. 
Let us love, and let us live, 
Like the chearful Seaſon gay, 
Baniſh Care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May: 
Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


8 O NG, cxcm 


OLLIMN one Day in angry Mood, 
C Becauſe Hyrtilla, whom he rd. 
Laugh'd at his Flame, and mock'd his Sighs, 
Thus fervently to Fove applies. 


O Fore! thou ſov'reign God above, | 
Who know'ſt the Pains of flighted Love; 
Hear a poor Mortal's Pray'r, and rake 

All the whole Sex for Pity's fake. 


And then we Men might live at Eaſe, 
Secure of Happineſs at Peace: 

 Jove kindly heard, he pray'd not twice 
And took the Women in a Trice. 


— 
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When Collin ſaw che Coaſt was clear, 


For not a le Girl was near ; 
Reflefting with bimſclf,*rwas kind,. ii 
| ; N 


Says he, to gratify my Mind. 


But now my Paſhon's o'er, O Fore, - 

Give me Myrtilla'back, my Love ; | 
Let me with her on Earth be bleſt, "wake 
And keep in Heaven all the reft. 


SONG CXCv. 


OU fay you love, and twenty more 
Have ſigh'd, and ſaid the ſame before; 


And yet I ſwear, I can't tell how, $7 
I ne'er believ'd a Man till now; 


I ſwear I can't tell how, Ma: 
I ne'er believ'd a Man till now: ® +44 
Tis odd that I ſhould Credit give | 

To Words, who know that Words deceive; 

And lay my better Judgment by 
To truſt my partial Ear, or Eye, 
To truſt my partial Ear, 

My partial Ear, or Eye. 


"Tis ten to one I had denyd 

Your Suit, had you To-morrow try'd ; 

But Faith, unthinkingly, To-day 

My heedleſs Heart is gone aſtray; 
Unthinkingly To-day, | 

My heedleſs 2 is gone aſtray: 

To bring it back would give me Pain, 

Perhaps the Struggle too was vain ; 

I'm indolent, and de that gains < 

My Heart, may keep it for his Pains ; 
And he that gains my Heart, | 

May keep it for his Pains: SOD 
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SONG CXCv. 


HY heaves my fond Boſom, ah ! what can it 
f mean? 

Why flutters my Heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is near ? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear ? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear? 


Methinks I for ever with Wonder could trace 

The thouſand ſoft Charms that embelliſh thy Face; 

Each Moment I view thee, more Beauty I find, 
With thy Face I am charm'd, but cuſlav'd by thy 

Mind, | 

With thy Face, c. 


Untainted with Folly, unſully'd by Pride, 

There native good Humour and Virtue reſide ; 

Pray Heavens that Virtue thy Soul may ſupply 

With Compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt die, 
With Compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt die. 


SONG CXC. 


HE blitheſt Bird that ſings in May, 

Was ne'er more blithe, was ne'er more gay 
Than I, ah Well-a-day ! | 
Than I, ah Well-a-day ! 
E'er Collin yet had learn'd to ſigh, 

Or I to _=_ the Reaſon why, 
Love, ah Well-a-day ! 
O Love, ah Well-a-day ! 


* 
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We kiſs d, we toy'd, we neither knew, 
From whence theſe fond Endearments grew; 
Till he, ah Well-a-day ! ! 

Till he, c. 4 
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By Time and other Swains made wiſe, 

Began to talk of Hearts and Eyes, 
And Love, ah Well-a-day! 
And Love, Ec. 7131 221 

Kind Nature now took Collins Part, 

My Eyes inform'd againſt my Heart, 

; My Heart, ah Well-a-day ! 
My Heart, Sec. | | 

Strait glow'd with thrilling Sympathy, 

And echo'd back each gentle Stgh'; - 

Each Sigh, ah Well-a-day! 

Each Sigh, St. 


Can Love, alas! by Words be won? 
He ask'd a Proof, a tender one, 
While I, ah Well-a-day ! 
While I, ah Well-a-day ! 
In Silence bluſh'd a fond Reply, 
Can ſhe who truly loves deny ? 
Ah, no, ah Well-a-day ! 
Ah, no, ah Well-a-day ! 


8 ONG CXCVIL. 


O Roſe, my Chloe Boſom grace, 
My Chloe's Boſom grace ; 
How happy ſhould. I prove, 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envied Place, 
With never fading Love, 
With never fading Love. 


There Phœnix like beneath her Eve, 
Involy'd in Fragrance burn and die, 
lavoly'd in Fragrance burn and die. 


Q 
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Krow, hapleſs Flower, that thew Shak find. 
More fragrant Roſes there, 27 
More fragrant Roſes there: F beck 

I ſee thy with'ring Head reclin'd, | 
With Envy and Deſpair, 

Wich Envy and Deſpair. | 


. common Fate we both ol prove, 


You die with Egvy, I with Love 
You die with Envy, i with Lo Love. 


SONG &. 
CYMON and I PHIGENI A. 
et A AN TATA. 


wo RECITATIVE. 


EAR 3 —_ Grove, whoſe, deep exaboy” vs 
e, * bs 

Seem'd moſt for Love and Contemplation made; 5 

A cryſtal Stream with gentle Murmurs flows, 

Whoſe flow'ry Banks are form'd for ſoft Repoſe : 

Thither retir'd from Pheabus' ſultry Ray, 

1 And lull'd in Sleep, fair Ipbigenia lay: 

Cymon, a Clown, who never dreamt of Love, — 

By Chance was ſtumping to the nelghbourtag Grove; 

He trudg'd along, unknowing whit be ſought, © - 

And whiftl'd as he went for want 5. Thought 8 

But when he firſt beheld the fleeping Maid, 

He ftar'd, her lovely Form ſurvey d; 

And while with artleſs Voice he ſung, 

— and Nature thus informid his 9 


| AIR. e 2146 
Tue Stream that gl 5 10 OR "rs wr 
1 Wa hoſe —— Poſom'Mhews the Sky, © OO 
Es ats the rural Scene, 


—— the rural Scene; „ 
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But in thy Boſom, charming Maid, 

All Heav'n itſelf is ſureUilphy'd ; 
Too lovely [phigene, 
Too lovely Ihhigens. a 


| R E C I T A T 1 * E. 
Cee 

She wakes, me aum, pder oe lands; 
Down falls the Sraff from his unnerved 1525 
Bright Excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all Fear, 
Where Honour's preſent, ſare'no Danger's near: 
Half rais'd, with gentle Accent, the replies, 
O Cymon ! if eis you, I need nor riſe ; nA. 
Thy honeſt Heart no Wrong can entert in, 
Purſue thy Wa, and It we ficep agai 
Thc Clown, tranſported, was not ſilent Jong, 


Bo mahnt with 0220-4 A u 


1. 2940 : F 
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Thy jetty Locks, that — break 

In wanton Ringlets dawn thy Neck; 
Thy 3 Mien, 

Thy 1 ve-in ſpiring Mien; 

Th {nohing\ Boſor” Skin of Snow, 
Al's taper Shape enchant'me ſo; - : 

I die for Ipbigene, | 

I die for e . 


>. ae 


„ RECTTATIVE 
4 | 


2071 20 


— + 


1 


Ne ſhe Tiftens, nor can trace from beit 2 
The former Clod is thus rk with Senſe, 
She gazes ; finds him'comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks.be might improve his noh ard Gait; 
Bids him be ſecret, and nent Day attend 

At the ſame Hour, to meet his faithful Friend: 
Thus mighty Love cou'd teach a Clown to plead, 
27 Nature's Language) fweereſt, will — 11 

Q z 
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Love's a pure, a ſacred Fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte Deſire ; 
Love can Rage itſelf controul, 
And — and elevate, the human Soul: 
Depri v'd of that, our wretched State, 
Had made our Lives of too long Date; 
But bleſt with Beauty and with Love, 
Bleſt with Beauty and with Love, 
We taſte what els do above, 
What Angels do a 
* 1 ü 
5 4 SON G. cxcix. 


| 2 is charming all Nature i jo gays 
A my brave Boys, to your Horſes away; 
For thePrime of our Pleaſure, and queſting the Hare, 
We have not ſo much as a Moment to ſpare. 


at. tac 
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 Cnonvs. 


Hart ] the lively toned Horn, Love wel 
How _—_— it ſounds, bow melodious it u : 
* mern 


To the Muſical Song, ta the e 
A 


In yon ſtubble Field we ſhall find her "UK ; 

Soho ! cries the Humſman ; bark to him, Soho ! 
See | where ſhe goes, and the Hounds have a View ; ; 
Such Harmony Handel himſelf never kne p. 


? 


Crnonvs.. N 


Gates, Hedges, and Ditches, to 16s ave no Banne WELL 
But the World is our own while we follow the Hounds. 


Hold, bold, *tis a Double; hark, bey! Bowler, bey! 
If a Thouſand gain-ſay it, a * bo 


A 
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His Beauty Fac „his Truth has been try d, 
At the Head of th K ar EIN Guide. 


| C ad 
At his Cry the wide Welkin with Thunder re enk. 4 
The Darling of thanters, the Glory of Hand-. 


O'er Highlands and Lowlands, and Wendlatidi we fly, 
Our Horſes full Speed, and our Hounds in full Cry 77 
So match'd in their Moaths, and ſo even they rung 
Like the Trine of the Spheres, and the Race of the 


Sun. 
Cnorvs. . 


Health, Joy oY 3 and Felicity, dance in the 12 
And bleſs the gay Circle of Hunters and d Hou, 


The old Hounds = uſh forward, 2 very far 

That the Hare, tho' a tout one, begins to «line; : . 
A Chace of two Hours or more ſhe, has led. 
She's down, look about ye, they have her, the's dead 


— 


eile 


Hocu glorious a Death to be honour'd with . * 
Of Horns, and a Shout to the Cbonus of Hound 


Here's a Health to all Hunters, and 1 be their Thee 
May they never be croſt by their Sweethearts or Wir 
May they rule their own Paſſions, and ever at 25 
As the moſt happy Men, be They alſo the beſt. * 

| 14} $27 

| Crorys,” 44 22 


And free from the 7. — bach the Many ſurremnds, 
Be happy at laſt, when mri more Hand. 


= 


3? 
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HY fatal Shafts unerring move, 
I bow before thine Altar, Love! 


I feel thy ſoft reſiſtleſs Flame 


Glide ſwifc through all my vital Frame. 


For, while I gaze, my 2 
My Blood in Tides impetuous flows; 

Hope, Fear, and Joy alternate roll, 

And Floods of Tranſports whelm my Soul. 


My f@uliring Tongue attempts in vain 
In. bes: to complain; 
My Jonge me ſecrer Magic ties, 

y Murmors ſink in broken Sighs. 


emi'd to nurſe eternal Care, 


ay ver orop the ſilent Tear; 
Unhea 


1 mourn, unknown I ſigh, 


VUnfriended live, unpity d die. 


« 4 
: 
ST. 0 
: 
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- \ . 
1 — * 
* * 
4 . 
- 
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SONG CCl. 


' PENNY bright as the Day, 


And as buxom as May, 
T happen'd to kiſs; 
When ſhe angry did ſay, 
What's the Meaning of this, 

Why theſe Freedoms, I pray? 
Dear Madam, I need no Apology uſe, 
Your Charms for my Crime are ſufficient Excuſe. 

Sure Lips ſweer,as thine 
Were for kiſſing decreed ? . 
: "Cry 4 ſhes vefy fine VPN 
er indeed! 
Sol Kiga ET 
- -- Repeating this Strain, 


Bil z 
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« Sure Lips ſweet as thine | NIOSH 
« Were for kifling decreed ?” 

I own this is fane ! | | n 1 "O88 

This is pretty indeed ! | 

SONG CCH. 
ELL me, dear Charmer, tell me why 

All ether Joys ſo quickly cloy; ; 

All bur the Joys of loving thee, | 2 

And they alone immortal be? : 

They neither dull the Mind or Senſe, 
Nor loſe their pleaſing Influence; 


They neither dull the Mind or Senſe, 
Nor loſe their pleaſing Influence. 


a Þ 


: 
7 


For ever, I with fierce Deſire, 
Cou'd gaze on thee and never tire ; 
My raviſh'd Ears cou'd all Day long 
Feaft on the Muſick of thy Tongue; 
And when that fails yet ſtill in you, 
J ſomething find that's always new, 
And when that fails yet ſtill in you, 
I ſomething find that's always new. 


SONG CCl 


Lott'ring ſpread thy purple Pinions, | | 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my Heart; 
J, a Slave in thy Dominions, 10 
Nature muſt give Way to Art: 
Mild Arcadians, ever bloomingg  _ 
Nightly nodding o'er your Flocks ;. ....' |, | + 
Seeing weary Days conſuming 
All beneath yon flow'ry Rocks. 


. N * © * #- 
* 


Thus the Cyprian Goddeſs weeping, | 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling Yanks > 
Him the Bear, in Silence creeping, 
Gor'd with uorclenting Tooth : 


% 


* 1 4 » * 
- 2 1 
„ 


1 a 
— * 2 


* 


- x b MU SES adde, Be: 


Cynthia, tune harmonĩous Numbers, 
Fair Diſcretion e 


firmg zhy Tyr 
Seoth my ever waking Slumbers, 


Bright Apollo, lend thy Choir. 


Gloomy Pluto, King of Terrors, 

| Amd, n adamantine Chains; 0 4 

Lead me to f he chry del Mirrors 1 be” ſ 
Wart'ring ſoft Eh fan „„ ieee 

Mournful ypreſs, % tle Willow, 
_ Gilding my. Aurelia's Brow; 

beus, hov'ring o'er my Pillow, 

ear me pay my dying Vow. 


Melancholy, ſooth Aleander, 
ifily purlin ina Round; 
On thy Margin Lovers wander, hes 
Wen ih gon ry Chaplets crown'd ; 
Thus when Philomela drooping, | r 
Sofcly ſeeks ſome fent Mate: 
See che Bird of Juno boopiag. 
Melody reſigns to Fate. 


SON G cl. 
ARE! away, tis the merry-ton d Horn 
Calls the Hunters all up in the Morn: 
Jo the Hills and the Woodlands we ſteer, | 
To unharbour the out-lying Deer. 
And all the Day long, this, this is our Song, 
Still bollowing and follocving, fo frolick and free; 
Our Joys know ne Bounds while we're fer the Hownds ; 
| No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 
—_ the Woods when we beat, how we glow!, - 
hile the Hills they all echo, Hillo t | 
With a Bounce from the Covert he fies; 
Then our Shouts ain — —— to the Skies, | 
Lud all the Day long, Ge. ' . 
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| When 
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When we ſweep o'er the Vallies, or climb 
Up the health-breathing Mountains ſublime, 
What a Joy from our Labours we feel! 
Which alone they who taſte can revell. 
And all the Day long, &c. # 
At Night, when our Labour is done, 
Then we will go hollowing Home, 
With Hollo, Hollo, and Huzza! 
Reſolving to meet the next Day 
And all the Day long, this, this is our Song, 
Still hollowing and following, ſo frolick and fre ; 
Our Joys know no Bounds while we re after the Hounds ; 
No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 


SONG OV. KEIVTTS 
0 : U EX 


HEN the Roſe is in bud, and blue Vi'lets blow, 
And theBirds 525 us Love: ſongs on ev ry Bough; 


. 


When Cow ſlips and es, and ils ſpre 
Adorning, printing the flowery Mead. 
Our cleanly Milk-pail, 
1s fill'd with mes _s 
Our Table, our Table's the Gras: 
There ws fit and we fing,. g ; 
And we dance in a Ring, * 40 tb 
And ev.ryLad has his La r m4 1144 <4 t98 


Cho. There we fit and ve ſing, and we dance in 4 Rings 
And every Lad, ev'ry Lad bas lis Laſs. 


When without the Plough the fat Oxen do law, , 
The Lads and the Laſſes a Sheep-Shearing go; 
Our Shepherd ſhears his jolly, jolly Fleece, 
How much richer than that, w ich they ſay was in Greece? 
Tis our Cloth, and our Food, W tr 
And our politic Blood,. Eds 


* 
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Tis the Seat which our Nobles all ſit o on: 
Tis a Mine above Ground, A e 
Where our Treaſure's all fonnd, '- 

"Tis the Gold and the Silver of Britain. 

Cho. Tis a Mine above Ground, br ee 


found, 
*Tis the Gold and the Silver 7 Bri rain, 
8 0 N 6 cr. ti 


# F 


ROGER and SUSAN. 
A DIALOGUE. 


* 1 


* 342 


HE . 


WEET Suſan, my Deareſt, while thus thou art coy, 
My Life is a Burchen, my Peace you deftroy; 
1 


ve woo'd thee this Ken perff, I'm ſure "6s M 


While, 7 
Lie Bird, bes. l. 


Heart likea Bird i in a ©; Cage, 
17 Ne Cage. 554 


5 170 


SHE (1 11127 5 115 5 


Pray teaze me no more, for I yet am tod Young. 
Beſides, Jam ſure, theres ny in our 82 3 
Before Fil be ruf nes > CTY bo A 
ore ruin d, 8 an VI ob 
— 2 ITI be, 8 Oe. TY 


Ate 14 d 80 r 3 1 34 bal A 50 


=} ga "I I gra HI 


Ah! Solan, l 


Greg ste 42 
When toy i pov: very well Knorr,. 
Wen. eng LS eee | 
e took fe JBOSS pak Je ami 
Tho' he took, 5 85 ren 
111 | SHE 
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- 


* 


I cannot diſown it, yet cannot Ne 1 ig . 1 
The pert Amaryllis, that ſittſe Coquet ; n 

When you preſt her Hand cloſe, I was not ſp blind, 

As not to perceive I was out of "your Mind. 

As not, & c. | 3 


n E in 
Let's leave off this wrangling, my — „ 


1 ſwear, by the Heavens, F ve always been true: ; 197 
Come, give me your Hand; and I prithee be juſt, 


Confeſs that you love me, you ſhall, and you mall, 


Confe ſs that you, S. 8119 A | 

weil 1M it baA 
+l) 

O Roger! yes / T'll confeſs unto. thee, * 

It is you fill ay Tobi wherever you be; * * x 

I own I've been cruel, and cannot refuſe, | ©. 150 

To lend thee my Hand for 70 faſten the Nooze, 1 

To lend thee, Ec. 


1: Box w. - © © 

And now, my dear hs to Church let us go z '/ | I 
And now, my dear Roger, to Church let us go _ # 
And haſten thoſe Joys that for ever ſhall flow:| ?: 
Kind Hymen, defend us from Jealouſy's Sting 
And each coming Day, ſhall new Pleaſure bring. 
And each coming Day + ſhall new Pleaſure bring... 


SONG COVIL 


FLOP 2141.4 lovely Nym hy forbear 7 
To cloud a Face hike ymph, 1 
With Frowns, that nought, but N ſhould wear,” * 
To pleaſe, and blots 8 5 
i. e With | 


157% 
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With envious Haſte, old Time and Care, 
Will tarniſh every Bloom; 


Then do not by Imprudence mar, 
What will be loft too ſoon. | 


See! with what Pleaſure ev'ry Swan, 
The cheartul Chloe views; 

See! with what Joy they wear the Chain; 

All pleas'd, whom ſhe ſubdues: 

Tho' fair her Face, divinely fair, 
Yet ſhe her Conqueſts owes, 

To that Good-nature that appears, 
In every Thing ſhe does. 


And that will pleaſe, when ev'ry Joy, 
That Beauty gave, is dead ; 
And friendly ſmooth the wrinkled Brow 
Of Age's hoary Head: | "2:6, 
Then give to Smiles, and Mirth the Hour; 
Enjoy the preſent Store ; 5 
Defraud not Beauty of that Pow'r, . 1 
Thar ſoon will be no more. . 


S O N G ccvm. 


IVE with me, and be my Love, 

And we will all the Pleaſures rove, 
hat Hills and Vallies, Dales and Fields 8 
And Groves, and craggy Mountains yields: 
There will we ſit upon the Rocks, 5204 
And ſee the Shepherds feed their Flocks ; 
By ſhajlow Rivers, near whoſe Falls, 
Meclodious Birds ſing Madrigals. 

By ſhallow Rivers, &c. 


There will I make a Bed of Roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant Pofies ; 

A Cap of Flowers, beſides a Kirtle, 
Embroider'd all with Leaves of Myrtle; 


A Gown 


- 


A Gown made of the fineſt Wool, 
Which from our pretty Lambs we pull. 
Fair lin'd Slippers for the Cold, 

With Buckles of the pureſt Gold. 

Fair lin'd Slippers, Ec. 


A Belr of Straw and Ivy Buds, 

With Coral Claſps, and Amber Studs, 
The Shepherd Swains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For they delight each May Morning. 

If theſe Deligats thy Mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my Love. 

If theſe Delights thy Mind may move, 
'Then live with me and be my Love. 


-SON.G. CCIX. 
The ANSWER. 


J. that the World and Love were young. 


And Truth in every Shepherd's Tongue, 
eſe pretty Pleaſures might me move, 
To live with thee, and be thy Love. | 
Time drives the Flocks from Field to Fold, 
When Rivers rage and Rocks grow cold, 
And Philome! becometh dumb, 
The reſt complain of Cares to come. 


The Flowers all fade, and wanton Fields 
To wayward Winter's Reckoning y ics. 
A Honey Tongue, a Heart of Gall, 

Is Fancy's Spring, but Sorrow's Fall. 

Thy Gowns, thy Shoes, thy Bed of Roſes, 
Thy Cap, thy Kirrle, and thy Poles ; 
Some break, ſame wither, ſome forgotten, 
In Folly ripe, in Reaſon rotten. 


R 


be MUSES Hliday, &c. 193 


— 


194 The MUSES Hiliday, &c. 


"Thy Belt of Straw and Ivy Buds, 
Thy Coral Claſps, and Amber Studs; 
All theſe in me no Means can move, 
To come to thee and be thy Love. 

Baut could Youth laſt, and Love ſtill breed, 
Had Joys no Date, nor Age no Need, 
Then theſe Delights my Mind might move, 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 


8$ONG CCX. 


1 T others ſing in loftier Lays, 
The Wanton and the Vain; 
My artleſs Muſe aſpires to praiſe 
ear Pelly of the Plain: 
Tho' poor my Skill, 
My Song ſhall ſtill, 
Be Polly, be Polly, be Polly of the Plain. 


While Vanity admits her Aid, 
Let meaner Beauties ſhine ; 
Her faithleſs Glare bedims the Maid 
+ Whom Nature ſtamps Divine: 
Her Pow'r to ſhow, 
She ſent below, 
Dear Polly of the Plain. 


The Face, the Mien may Charms diſpenſe, 
To kindle fierce Deſire; 
But Vircue, Modeſty, and Senfe, 
Muſt generous Love inſpire : 
__ _*T's theſe that move, 
My Soul to love 
Dear Polly of the Plain. 


How ſweetly looks the Silver Ray, 
That chears the Morn of Night ? 
But when great Phœbus gives the Day, 
What Power has Cynthia's Light? 
Thus all the Fair | 

Eclips'd appear, 
By Polly ot the Plain. 
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How bleſt the Youth, within whoſe Mind 
A happy Paffion reigns ;' | 
Yer happieſt he of all Mankind, 
Who Pelly's Heart obtains: 
And in his Arms, 


Enjoys the Charms 
of Polly of the Plain. 


SONG CCXL 


OME, dear Amanda, quit the Town, 
And to the rural Hamlets fly; 
Behold the wintry Storms are gone, 
A gentle Radiance glads the Sky. 


The Birds awake, the Flow'rs appear, 
Earth ſpreads a verdant Couch for thee ; 
'Tis Joy and Muſick all we hear, 

'T1s Love and Beauty all we ſee. 


Let us ſecure the ual Spring, 

How peeps the Bud, the Bloffom blows ; 
When Philomel begins to ſing, 

And perfect May to ſpread the Roſe. 


Let us ſecure the ſhort Delight, 
And wiſely crop the bloommg Day; 
For ſoon, roo ſoon, it will be Night, 
Ariſe, my Love, and come away. 


SONG Cœx!l. 


85 ſweet was young Damon, ſo gentle his Look, 4 
New Pleaſures my Fancy inſenſibly took, | _ 
New Pleaſures my Fancy: inſenſibly took: + 
His Voice too like Muſick oft dwelt in my Eary * N 
But little I thought any Danger was near, | 
But little I thought any Danger was near. 


R 2 He 


* ; 


196 The MUSES Hvliday, &c. 


He preſfs'd my Hand hard, but it gave me no Pain, 
He kiſs'd, and I ſigh'd, 'till he kifs'd me again, 

He kiſs'd, and I ſign'd, *rill he kiſs d me again; 
Such balmy ſweet Kiſſes, what Maiden could bear? 
I never once dreamt any Danger was near, 

I never once dreamt any Danger was near. 


His Hand on my Boſom he'd careleſely lay, 

And ſwezr all the while he meant nothing but Play, 

And ſwezr all the while he meant nothing bur Play: 
So I let him play on, till no more I could bear, 
7 Till then, I nc'er dreamt any Danger was near, 
Till then, I ne'er dreamt any Danger was near. 


Such toy ing and play ing ſo ſtole on my Heart, 

I found in his Tranſports my Boſom took Part, 

I found in his Tranſports my Boſom took Part: 
Beware then, ye Virgins, if Damon appear, | 
For Prudence comes late, when your Danger's ſo near, 
For Prudence comes late, when your Danger's ſo near, 


SONG cx 
THYRSIS and PHILLIS 
A DIALOGUE. 


THYRSIS. 


'T HEN Fairies dance round on the Graſs, 
And revel to Night's awful Noon; 
O ſay, will you meet me, ſweet Laſs, 
All by the clear Light of the Moon? 


PHILLIS. 


My Paſſion I ſeek not to ſcreen, 

Then can I refuſe 71 your Boon? 
I'll meet you at Twelve on the Green, 
All by the clear Light of the Moon, 

U meet you, &c. 
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The Nightingale perch'd-on # Thorn, 

Then charms all the Plains with her Tune, 
And glad of the Abſence of Morn, 

Salutes the pale Light of the Moon. 


THYRSIS. 


How ſweet is the Jeſſamin Grove, 


And ſweet are the Roſes of June? 
But ſweeter the Language of Love, | 
Breath'd forth by the Light of the Moon, 
But ſweeter, Ec. | 


Too flow rolls the Chariot of Day, 
Unwilling to grant me my Boon; 
Away, envious Sunſhine, away, 


Give Place to the Light of che Moon. 


PHILETS. 


But ſay, will you never deceive 
The Laſs whom you conquer'd roo ſoon, 
And leave a ſoft Maiden to grieve, 
Alone by the Light of the Moon ? 
And leave, Ec. 


HTN 


The Planets ſhall ſtart from their Spheres, 
E'er I prove ſo fickle a Loon; 

Believe me I'll baniſh thy Fears, 
Dear Maid, by the Light of the Moon. 


. Dver.. 


Our Loves when the Shepherds ſhall view, 
To us they their Pipes ſhall attune ; 

While we our ſoft Pleaſures renew, 
Each Night by the Light of the Moon, 

While we, Sr. | 


R 3 SONG 


198 The MUSES Hiliday, Nc. 


SQ NG. CCXIV.. 


E Woods and ye Mountains unknown, 
Beneath whole pale Shadows I ſtray; 
To the Breaft of my Charmer alone, 
Theſe Sighs bid fweert Echos convey : 
Wherever he penſively leans, | 
By Fountain, or Hill, or in Grove ; 
His Heart will explain what ſhe means, 
Who ſings both from Sorrow and Love, 
Who ſings both from Sorrow and Love. 


ore ſoft than the Nightingale's Song, 
1 Oh! waft the ſad Sound to his Ear; 
Or ſay, tho divided fo long. 

The Friend of his Boſom is near : 
Then tell him what Years of Delight, 
Then tell him what Ages of Pain, 

I felr while I liv'd in his Sight, 
I feel *rill I fee him again, 
I feel "ci}l. I fee him again. 


SONG CCXV. 


N cooling Stream, O ! ſweet Repoſe,. 
Theſe balmy Deus diſtil; ; 
'T hart ſteal the Mourner from his Woes, 
And bid Deſpair be fill, 


i Prolong the ſmiling Infant's Reſt, 

15 Who yet no Sorrow knows : 

14 Bur, O? the Mother's bleeding Breaſt, 
. To ſofteſt Peace compoſe. 


For her the faireft Dreams adorn, 

if That wave on Fancy's Wing; 

Fils: The Purple of aſcending Morn, 
The Bloom of op'ning Spring, 
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Let all that ſooths the Soul, or charms, 
Her Mid-nignt Hour employ ; 

Till bleſt again in Ared's Arms, 
She wakes to real Joy. 2 


s ON G ccxvit 
AC ANTATA 
RECITATIVE. 


144 RCUS the young, the noble, and the brave, 
To Camps inur'd, and Deeds of Arms, d 
Struck with the Force of Beauty's Charms, 
Now falls the fair Lucinda's Slave: 
No more he ſecks the hoſtile Plain,, 
But to the ſolitary Grove, 
(The ſoft Retreat of Peace and Love) 
In gentle Murmurs breathes his Pain, 
And thus with ſuppliant Voice and broken Sighs,, 
The Hero ſu'd the Beauty of the Skies. 


AIR. 


Teach a young unskilful Lover 
Thoſe ſoft Arts that charm the Fair; 
Teach me, Jenus, how to move her, 
How my raging Pain declare: 
Grant my Words, my Looks may raiſe, 
I ove and Pity in her Heart; 
Smooth my rough, uncourtly Phraſe, 
Ev'ry Charm and ev'ry Grace, 
Beauteous Goddeſs, now impart. 


RECITATIVE. 


The Goddeſs liften'd to his Pray'r, 
She faw him languiſh and deſpair ; 


, 
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Then downward thro' the lucid Skies, 

She bad her iv'ry Charior roll 
And whilft ſoft Pity fila her Eyes, 

Thus footh'd the Anguiſt of his Soul. | 


AIR. 


Be pleaſant, be airy, and conftantly praiſe, 

The Force of her Wir, and the Charms of her Face, 
Commend ev xy Feature, each Beauty diſplay ; 
With Pleaſure ſne N liſten to all you carr fay : 

Let her Humqur and Taſte be the Road you purſue, 
And the Love of herſelf will infure her to you. 


SONG cexvn. 


OUNG Dayhne, brighteſt Creature 
That e' er did Heart enſnare, | 
Was bleſt with all that Nature 
Could laviſh on the Fair: 
For her each Yourh did tanguifh, 
And told their am'rous Smart; 
What theo ſhe mock'd their Anguiſh, 
Yet Strephow won her Heart, 
Yer Srephon won her Heart. 


The Stripling ſwore for ever 
He'd true and conſtant prove; 

He was a Youth ſo clever, 
That ſhe repatd his Love ; 

Bur Death, their Joys reſenting, 
Of Strephon made a Prize : 

Oh! Powers unrelentin 

To cloſe the Shepherd 
To cloſe, Sc. 


Now ſobbing, pining, crying, 
The beautcous Widow ran, 
And vow'd in endleſs ſighing + 
To weep her conſtant Man: But 


* x 
s Eyes? 


a 
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But C orydon, the Rover, 4 
To co court her did prepare, 
And thought another Lover 
Might not diſpleaſe the Fair, 
Might not, Se. 


With Boldneſs he advances; - 
The Fair his Love denies, J 
Till irrefiftleſs Glances 1 | 
Shot flaſhing from his Eyes: 1 
With Oaths and Vows aſſailin 
He wipes each Tear-ſwoln Cheek, 
Until his Love prevailin | 
. He weds her in a Week, 
He weds her in a Weck. 


SONG cexvm. 


"OW May has unfolded the Hopes of the Tear, 

And Fair with warm Wiſhes the Hearts of the E | 
air; 

Joy ſwells my fond Boſom, ind yields back 4 

And the Voice of all Nature breathes ſoft in my Ear; 

That A/ay ſhall plead for me wich Polly. _- 


: 
- 


* 
0 — 


For as Winter deform' d the deſolate Plain, | 
So droop'd my fick Heart in the Blaſts of Diſdain ; ; 7 | 
But Summer enlivens the Land ſcape agaiu n, 
Hope dawns in my Breaſt, and repa pays all my Pain; 
And. May ſhall plead for me with be Kat 


Let falſe, faithleſs Swains, for Vari 

And ſeek from new Faces, new Pleaſures — prove: 

I'll fly to my Fair, on the Wings of pure Love, 

And pour out my Soul with the Tru 'of th Dover 
And May ſhall plead for me with Polly. 15 


For how from ſuch Charms cou d my Fancy eꝰ er ſtray 5 
Tho' from Prudence reſerv d, from Good - nature ſhe's 


ay 7 þ 
ek Love 
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Love beams in her Eye in ripe Youth's dazzling Ra 
And * paints 2 Cheeks with the Boum uf 

. ſweer May; * * 319 
And May ſhall plcad for me wirh Polly. 


s NG CCXIX. 


INCE Cælia“s unkind, and denies me the Joy, 
She laviſhly ſquanders on each fooliſh : 


i fly to the Bottle, and in the full Bowl, 


Tl drown all the Triftes that ruffle my Soul, 
Tul drown all the Trifles that rufle my Soul. 


Her Face it is fair, and graceful her Mein ; | 
Yet Charms, in a Bumper, more ſplend id are ſren: 
Each Swain who. beholds her, with Rapture admires, 
But Bacchus ſhall quench all our wanton Deſires, 
But Bacchus, &c. | 1. | 


With one that is honeſt, good-natur'd, and free, 

How affable, kind, and compliant I'd be! 
But when the proud Nywph, with ſuch Tyranny rules, 
Her Leyce's compos d of lac'd Fops and dull Fools, 
Her Levee's compos d, Qc. | 


Now Casal be wore boaſt an abfaline Sway, 
7 —— diſarms you, _ carries the Day ; 

ri mly crown'd, with, the evergreen Vine, 
Where Pleakare and Liberty lavingly twine, | 
Where Pleaſure and Liberty lovingly tw ine. 


8s ON cexx. 


ERE lived a Man, in Paleno, crazy, ih 
W ha waned a Wife te make him nneaſy; 
Long had he ſigh'd for dear Ally Groaker, 
Kod thus the gentle Youth beſpoke her: | 
Will you-marry me, dear y Crocker ? | 
Will you marry me, dear Ally Croaker 2 - uh 
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This artleſs young Man, juſt come from the Schoolery, 
A Novice in Love, and all its Foolery ; 
Too dull for a Wit, 100 grave for a . 

And thus the gentle Youth beſpoke her: 

Will you marry me, dear Ay Croaker ? 

Will you, Sc. 


He drank with the Father, he talk d with the Mother; 
He romp'd with the Sifter, he gam'd with the Brother; 
He gam'd till he pawn'd his Coat to the Broker, 
Which loft him the Heart of his dear 4ly Craaler 
O, the fickle, fickle Alhy Croaker, 

O, the fickle, Sc. | 


To all ye young Men who are fond of Gaming, 
Who _ your Money, whilſt others are 


av 3 
Fortune's » File, the De'il may choak her, 
A Jilt more inconſtant than dear Ally Craater + 
O, the inconſtant Ally Croaker, | 
O, the inconſtant Ally, Ally Croaker. 


AN Love be controul'd by Advice? 

Can Madneſs and Reaſon agree? 
O Molly! who'd ever be wiſe . 
If Madneſs is loving of thee ? 

Let Sages pretend to deſpiſe 

The Joys they want Spirits to taſte ; 

Let me ſeize old Time as he flies, * 

And the Bleflings of Life while they laſt. 


Dull Wiſdom but adds to our Cares 
Brisk Love will improve ev'ry Joy: 397 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey Hairs; © 1 
Too late may repent being coy: © © 1% 
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Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay 
Till our beft Blood begins to run cold? 
Our Youth we can have but To-day ; 

We may always find Time to grow old. 


SONG .CCSXIL. 


14 NTHE the lovely, the Joy of the Plain, 
By Ipbis was lov'd, and lov d [phis again; 
She liv'd in the Youth, and the Youth in the Fair; 
Their Pleaſure was equal, and equal their Care; 
No Time nor Enjoyment their Dotage withdrew, 
But the longer they liv'd ftill che fonder they grew ; 
No Time nor Enjoyment their Dotage withdrew, 
But the longer they liv'd ſtill the fonder they grew. 


A Paſſion ſo happy alarm'd all the Plain: | 

oy Some envy'd the Nymph ; but more envy'd the Swain: 
4 me ſwore tu ould be Pity their Loves to invade ; 

| hat the Lovers alone for each other were made: 


7 But all, all con ſented that none ever knew 
£5 A Nymph yet ſo kind, or a Shepherd ſo true; 
| Bat all, all, &s. 


. Love ſaw them with Pleaſure; and vou id to take care 
7254 Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent Pair: 

| What either did want he bid either to move; 

But they wanted nothing but ever to love; 

Said *rwas all that to pleaſe them his Godhead cou'd do, 
That they ſtill might be kind, and ftill might be true; 
Said twas all that to pleaſe them his Godhead cou'd do, 
That they ſtill might be kind, and ſtill might be true. 


8 ON ccxxin. 
ö HO lovely Delia thou art coy, 
N And cruel to thy am rous Swain; 
Regardleſs of the ſighing Boy, 
bg Knd ſenſeleſs of thy Lover's Pain, 


* ? NE * 5 4 
l * * 1 
— 5 4 © — 4 
— — "Ir — — +» 8 o 


[et 
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Yet ſtill I keep thee in my Heart, | 
Thou art the Nymph whom moft I love; 
I'll keep thy Image, tho with Smart, 
And try if Conſtancy can move. 


In Sighs I rv the Winds complain, 
And to the harden'd Rocks I weep ; 
By Day thou art my conftant Pain, 
At Night the Viſion of my Sleep. 


SONG CCXKSIV, 


'HILST Flow'rs adorn the verdant Plains, 
And Swallows wing the Glades, 
Whilſt bliche and gay the jocund Swains 
Enjoy the rural Shades. 


| Whilf,, Ia! the neighb'ring Fields around 


In blooming Verdure clad, of 
Eich Hedge with Twigs of Oſier bound, 
And lively Nature's glad. 


Come, dear Cleora, haſte away, | 
Where Cowſlips gild the Mead, 

Where plumed Songſters chirp away, ea 
And harmleſs Flocks do feed, | i 


Come, hear the Lark and Philomet e 
Their tuneful Voices raiſe; 

Whilſt Bees upon each Odour dwell 
'Midft ſmiling Sols ſoft Rays. 


Whilſt Zepbyrs fan each cool Retreat, 
And ſportive Lambkins play ; 

Here's vernal Sweets, no ſultry Heat, 
My Charmer, come away. "oil 


nm 


- 
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Whilſt each Hill's deck'd with azure Hue, 
The Fields enamel'd ſee, 5 
The Thorns array d in ſpangling Dew, 
All's Youth and Jollity. 


Whilſt from each neighb'ring ſhady Grove, 
The bounding Fauns advance, 
Ard waits for thee, the God of Love, 

To hall the chearful Dance. 


My gentle Maid, then come away, 
Upon the Plain be ſcen; 
No longer, dear Cleora, ſtay, 
But grace this ſmiling Scene. 


SONG CCXXV. 


LL to ſome ſhady cool Retreat, 
Where ſpreading Trees conſpire to meet, 
o hide my Bluſh while I repeat, 
The Love I bear my Collin: 
Name all that's amiable 1n Love, 
My Collin amply doth improve; 
The ſacred Truth of Heaven above, 
Is cemter'd in my Collin. 9 


Was I pofſcfs'd of Monarchs Lands, 

f caftcrn Shores, or golden Sands; 

No one ſhou'd ſhare in Eymen's Bands, 
With me bur lovely Gellin > 

With him, beneath a Myrtle Scat, 

Vl ſing and bleſs my bappier Fate, 

Than e on a Throne of State, 


Wich any one but Collin. 


So long as Satan's Glaſs ſhall run, 
Or Perfans bail the riſing Sun, 

Or till my Thread of Life is ſpun, 
S0, long ſhall I love Collin: 
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And when I take the parting Kiſs, - | 
In Death I'll cheer my Heart with this; . 
That I ſhall meet in future Bliſs, _ 
Again, with thee my Collin. 


SONG CCXXVE. 
DAMON and CEL I 4. 
A DIALOGUE. 


DAMON. 
E HOLD the Birds, in Love combin'd, 
In friendly Couplegs move : 
U would you try, you ſoon would find, 
Like theirs my conftant Love. | 


CEA 
Such moving Words I muſt not hear, 
So fatal to a Maid; 
Should I believe, too much I fear 
My Love would be betray d. 


DAMON. 

O ſmile, my Dear, nor thus diſdain 
The Heart, which is your Prize: 
Then kindly look, and eafe my Pain, 9 
Or wretched Damon dies. . 


CELIM: 
If, Damen, I your Heart have won, 
And cauſe you ſo to grieve, 
I, in Exchange, have loſt my own, 
Which I can nc'er retrieve; 


DAMON. 
Then ſince our mutual Love we've ſhewn, 
No more, my Dear, topment. | 


CELIT 4. 2A 
_ Altho* I'm willing, 1 muſt own, ei ba 
I dare not yet conſent, 


Born. 
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| Born. 
To yonder Shade we'll freight repair, 
And be for cver blefs'd : 
Your Tongue's ſo ſweer, I muſt declare, 
I can no more reſiſt. 


8 ON CCXXVII. 
"DAMON and PASTOR A. 
A DIALOGUE. 


- DAMON. | 
ROM Flow" r to Flow 'r, his Joy tb change, 

Flits yonder wanton Bee; 

rom Fair to Fair thus will I range, 


And I ll be ever free. 


PASTOR 4. 
Von little Birds attentive view, 
That hop from Tree to Tree ; 


III cop thee, III copy you 
Iv] For III Il be ever free. _ 


2 DAMO N | 
Whilſt Tempeſts ſhake the nodding Grove, 
2 And plough the foaming Sea; 
While Hawks purſuc the flying Dove, 

So long will I be free. 


PASTORA. 
Till on the Buſh the Lilly rOWS, 
iv Till Flocks forſake the — 
Tin from the Rock burſts — the Roſe, 
a You'll ficid me blithe and free. 


Bo YA 
Then lei's divide to Eaſt and Wef, 
Since we ſhall ne*cr agree; 
And try who kecps their Promiſe bel, 
And who's the _— free. | 


